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Addrefs to the Public, 



THIS is not an arraignment from 
the Theatre to the World. I have 
little right to challenge the attention of 
either. It is the flill-born offspring of 
an almofl hidden mufe: a work that 
owes more to Nature that tempted, than 
to Art that might have poliflied. 

Something is due to labour, ilTuch to 

obfervation, but little or nothing to the 

lopping hand of critical fkill. This 

may be wrong: as the world judges, 

it certainly is not right : but it is out of 

i my power to mend it. What I obferved, 

I made deep impreffion ; and this, in due 

Jr A3 time, 
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time, has forced itfelf into the world. 
This is all the account I am able to give 
of the rife of this untutored, unprotefted 
Bantling; the Father throws it upon 
the world, and centers his every hope 
in the patronage of a generous Public, 
who, he flatters himfelf, will make fome 
allowances for unaided nature. 



THE 



THE DESIGN. 



TO convey a just idea of the plan 
I have laid down to myfelf in thefe 
Plays, I fhall begin by an application of 
the celebrated SanteuiFs Epigraph on the 
Italian Theatre at Paris : 

" Cajligat rldendo mores^ 

In /miles it mends the manners of our age. 

This was my motive to begin, my 
incitement to continue, and I would fain 
hope the reward of my drama when ended. 
As a lover of the Stage, I have, at times, 
made it my bufinefs to frequent the Thea- 
tres ; but whether it is, that nature has 
• given me a falfe tafte, or doomed me to live 
in a taftelefs age, I have experienced that 
amufement (which otherwife might have 
been fo delightful to me) infipid, unfervice- 
able, and fometimes almoft irrational. 



felf under the tinfel of High-life, and afFeft- 
ing even to undervalue Reafon for the Ton, 
has fo prevailed, that our Stage is now gene- 
rally glofled over with nothing but flimfy 
parade — Nature is abandoned ; even art is 
diftorted ;. and it feems as if fome new 
term fliould be introduced to exprefs our 
unnatural fituation. — Such is the connexion 
between the head and the heart, that in 
many circumftances the weaknefs of the 
heart gains to the head, and in this age we 
have too fad a proof of it. " We are 
" afliamcd to follow the beaten track, and 
*' appear as citizens,'' fays Lucan, fpeaking 
of the degeneracy of the Romans. How 
applicable is this to ourfelves, when even 
the meaneft Clt blufhes at the name ; and 
with the worft-becoming vanity, burfts 
from his own, and affcils empty grandeur 
in a fphere that does not belong to him. 
Our authors, particularly our Theatrical 
Writers, meanly give way to the torrent, 
and cherifhing thefe follies, have turned our 
Stage into a public fpouting-houfc, where 
4 the 
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the Dialogues of Fontenelle or Lucian 
would pafs upon the tafte.of the town as 
well as fome of our modern Comedies, 
This abufe claims the attention of every 
true lover of the Stage ; and fmce no emi- 
nent Writer dares to aflert the Rights of 
Tafte, and bring back the ufeful, the ge- 
nuine old Comic ftrain : inferior geniufes, 
as having lefs to rifque, muft fet the exam- 
ple, and iome more capable may be bold 
enough to follow it. 

Moliere is allowed, all the world over, to 
be the parent of real Comedy, In an age 
that equalled, if not furpafled the golden 
sera of Auguftus, both in arts and arms, 
he was looked upon as a prodigy; and every 
line that flowed from his pen wras received 
with univerfal applaufe, the appJaufe of 
genius and of tafte, which rendered him 
the delight of the learned world, and the 
darling of the great. How did Moliere 
attain to this pitch of literary reputation ? 
Was it by being ambitious to beautify his 
drama with the refined and ever various 
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modifications of the modes of the Great ? 
Was it by driving to catch their applaufe 
in their own drawling far-fetched dialogue ? 
Was it hj the genteel contempt of nature 
in homely attire, and the love of art, forced 
into unnatural garb ? — ^To ftep into the 
Temple of Fame, Moliere did not make 
one ftep out of the natural world ; and 
while our hearts feel the power of his 
genius, we ftill find him as a joyful com- 
panion befide us, on the tracts of huma* 
nity, not foaring into the ideal flights or. 
the random regions of Fancy,— Thus Mo- 
liere excelled ! " fP^e muji /peak like all the 
** people^' fays Artjlotle^ " but think like few 
" ofthem^ Tliis is the charafter of Moliere, 
and the dramatic talk every dramatic author 
ought to fet himfelf. The real man of 
ienfe never wanders from the fphere of 
common fenfe, becaufe nobody can claim 
wifdom to himfelf alone : Wifdom is the 
daughter of Reafon, and Reafon is the gift 
of Heaven to all mankind, frequently 
found lefs obfcure in the fimple and low, 

than in the high and afTe^ed fcenes of life. 

To 
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To adnmberate then a real pidure of 
human nature, human nature mull be our 
ftudy ; we muft dive into every recefs of 
every heart, and neither vainly attaching 
ourfelves to the gilded fide of humanity, 
nor meanly immerging into its bafenefs, 
ftrike out thofe lines which popular experi- 
ence {hews us to be Ahe more entertaining 
and ferviceable. If you are more inclined 
to one fide than the other, let it be to that 
^of the great number, for the great mailers' 
of the art have bent that way ; for this 
fole reafon, ridicule alone will mend the 
follies of the great ; whereas, human nature 
painted well, and thoughts big with com- 
mon fenfe, always have the beft effecSt on 
the multitude. 

I am well aware of the obje<flion that 
ftarts up here — Sinking Comedy to low 
life, is demeaning every rich, noble fen- 
timent that might fill that lively amufement. 
To imgeneroufly fink the charadler of low 
life into meannefles it is not guilty of, ig 
demeaning every noble fentiment of the 
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heart : but to delineate thofe charadcrs in 
their owil natural colours, is fo far from 
doing injuftice to Comedy, that it never 
looks more natural than when it quits the 
afFed:ed rotigc of fortune to aflume the 
honeft, open glow- of nature in its untainted 
ftate. The errors and follies of high life 
excite our indignation j but the nature of 
Comedy is to laugh away thofe follies by the 
force oi ridicule^ and ridicule is never fo hap- 
pily brought in as when there is a contrail 
made of the grotefque and brilliant fides of 
nature. — It may be obfen^ed that the 
greateft painters, when they undertook a 
fcene of real ridicule (by ridicule I here 
mean that glee that follows reprefentation), 
ever attached themfelves to the common 
fcenes of life. 

JVith odd dj/lortions and quaint forms^ 
T[he exhilarated canvafs feems to laugh. 

Having then endeavoured to join the ufeful 
to the agreeable in this production, and only 
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1 

I its way to the heart ; I have fuperfede 
all modem prejudices, and will own, th; 
I have ftepped through almoft every cond 
V tion to arrive at that inexpre/Tible fomethin 
, which pleafes reafon in every age, an 
gains the heart, if not totally loft in it 
chaos of paffions. High fentiments I ha\ 
found in the loweft ranks, while 1 hai 
feen the higlieft degraded with the meanei 



How ^ar an obfcure pen may have gor 
towards winning a look of approbatic 
from the lovers of nature, it were pr^ 
fumption in me to decide : one thing on! 
can I determine, and that is my ow 
weaknefs ; for throughout the whole ( 
this produ<ftion, expreffion has very impe 
fe£lly conveyed what I felt : — I was coi 
fcious of polfefling the pidture in my ey 
but I fhould not bluih to own, that 
found the difiiculty in mixing the colours, 
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What giirts us that fantaftick Fi^, 
That all our judgment and our wit 
To lies and nonfcnfc we fubmit ? 

Sir J. Denham. 
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A C T I. 

SCENE r. Room in the Printer's Houfe. 
Enter Type and Revise. 

Type. 

WELL, Re vifc, let's have courage; now 
is our time to make a bold pufti. — All the 
proprietors, I find, will be at the committee this 
evening ; I'll throw a bait in their way, which, 
if I am not miftaken, they'll fwallow without 
making a wry face. The clerk tells me, the 
paper has decreafed in fale this week. A great 
falling off ! 

Revise. I apprehend fo; but you muft 
fwear to the contrary, and I'll fupport you.— 
Upon my honour I muft have money, or fink 
the paper at once. — Why damn it, my perfon 
is in danger; I can't move out of my chambers, 

B but 



cally paragraph-mongers, and eflay-writers. — 
Money I mull have. 

Type. Why, Friend Revife, tell them as I 
do, when they grow infolent, that you'll infert 
no more of their compofitions ; that their in- 
telligence is falfc, and badly drawn up, and 
that you'll get it through a better channel. — 
That will foon fiknce your Garretteers. Now, 
Revife, I have juft hit upon a plan ripe for 
execution — hear me : if the proprietors will 
advance one thoufand pounds more — O damn 
your news-mongers, out with them. — 

Revise. It won't do ; 'tis morally impofllble : 
we cannot go on a day, with any degree of 
credit, if we difcharge thefe fcribbling rafcals. 
— This admitted. Type, we mud at all 
events continue the debate-writers, and tranf- 
lators of foreign gazettes. 

Type. Poh, poh, fluff, fluff: — If we can 
perfuade the proprietors, get them in a gene- 
rous mood, let's follow the old track- 
have recourfe to magazines and old news 
papers : clipping and coining is no felony in 
our branch j mafqueradcs and made difhes arc 
in fafliion ; and why the devil, Revife, ey, 
can't you and I commence cooks ? — Never fear, 
we'll fuit the palates of the public, by our 
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fwccts, or our fours. As for the debate- 
writers, and the tranflators of foreign gazettes, 
why we'll have the earlieft morning papers, 
and with a polite preface addrefs*d to the public 
— ^' the late hour of the night prevented our*'— • 
and fo on—" but we have given our readers a 
hafty fketch of the very important debate of 
yefterday*' — and fo on. This at once will per- 
fuade the public, that we arc fo corred:, that 
four in the evening will be no grievance at all, 
when they may rely upon us for truth, ey, Revifc, 

cy ? And the members may make their own 

alterations, that is, as the golden un6bion (lands 

in quantity. Then — why then we (har« 

equally the profits. — Mum ! 

Revise. Egad I admire the plan — full of 
matter. But what will the proprietors fay, 
when they fee the paper decline in fale ? For it 
never can be eftabliflied, though it may anfwer 
our purpofe. 

Type. To be fure, to be fure. Why 

then ril fay, and fo muft you; the fooncr 
the better there's a ftop put to it. But let us 
have the money firft, the money, ey, ey, Re- 
vifc ? 

Revise. An excellent thought that, per- 
fcftly right; let's aft cautioufly : I'll go (gcing) 
and get the (lamps ; you'll get yourfelf 

B 2 prepared 
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prepared for the committee j and I'll give you 
the meeting. 

Type. With all my heart, now — let's be 
cautious; thefe Cockneys are devililh avaricious, 
deviliih cunning — all for profit. 

Enter Printer's Devil. 

Dev. Two gentlemen from the country 
want to fpeak to you. 

Type. Shew them in : O here they come, 
without being ufhered. (puts bis band to bis 
bead, finding bis cap) The devil, no wig on ! ftop 
them, ftop them, and (hew them in to the beft 
apartment, but let us get in before them. 

(Exeunt.) 



SCENE II. A mean Apartment. 

Revise and Type. ("Type witb wig on.) 
Type. Two ruftics I fee. 

Enter Purse and Billy. 

Type. Your moft obedient : what may your 
bufinefs be. Gentlemen ? 

Purse. Beant you, Sir, Mr. Primer. 

Type* 
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Type. Yes, Sir, I am the printer, and that 
gentleman there is the editor, (pointing to 
Revije.) 

Billy. Ods Brandykins, Sirs, you have as 
many fteps to your houfe, as wee a have to the 
church-bells (rubbing his Jhins) ; yeer ftairs be 
mortal dark; I, I fancy yew muft have a power 
of bats here: do yee never hunt'um ? (Revije and 
Purfe Jiaring.) 

Type. Bats, Sir! 

Purse. Why look yew. Sirs, I wanted to 
fettle my fon Billy, there ftands the lad, a man 
of Kent (hold thoy head up, doan't be fcar'd) ; 
and I wanted fuch a pleeacc as your'n for un. 
He has a mortal greeat gift in wroiting, a great 
wit, and a pawerful ftrong memory furely. — — 
Why, Sir, Mr. Printer, when he goes to church, 
you mun know, he can reepeat the fearmon 
word for word when he comes whoam, and the 
neighbours do call un a witch and conjurer, 
and the like o' thatj and I fancy yew may 
make un very handy for your bufinefs. 

Revise. He really feems an extraordinary 
produftion, but we have no call for genius at 
prefcnt. 

Purse. Gentlemen, tack the lad on tryal a 
year, I fhan't a haggle wee yew for a hundred, 
for I am a tould that yeer bufinefs is deeadly 

B 3 pro- 



himfelf fun. — O yew will be tranfportcd wee 
his wroiting y for yew muft know he can make 
ihymes,andveerfes, epy-drams, bounce-modesyac- 
cracojlicsyeligibs on the deead,fongs, love-letters, 
fpeeches for players, proloes and epiloes — ay, 
and wroit the Lord's prayer in the coa^pafs of 
lixpence. — Can't yew, Bill ? 

Billy. Ecfe, father, and, volantiney and 
epintafs for toamb-ftoncs, and wroite the belief 
in a half-crown-piece. 

Type, (nodding to Revtfe) We (hall make 
fomething of thofc ciiriofities. (afide.) He 
really. Sir, feems a wonderful produftion of 
nature. — Pray, young gentleman, have you any 
of your works about you? 

Billy. O eefe, Sir, a power; doant yew 
mean my wroitings, when yew faid works ? 
(takes out papers.) 

Purse. You do fee. Gentlemen, he's as 
flieearp as a pitchfork, and a mortal ftrong 
heead, or it muft have been- toarn to fliivers 
before neaw. — 'Tis wonderful to tell, the quia- 
ries of paper he has a filled up. 

Type. Pray, Sir, where did mafter Billy 
fludy ? 

Billy. Study ! Study ! (fi^^^^-X 

Ttpx. 
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Type. Learning.. Who taught him ? 

(afide) Such a brace of boobies ! 

Billy. Oh! Why under Nick Scribble, 
the amen clerk ; who do you think ? a very 
cleaver meafter, byt I foon out-did un, and did 
ufc to puzzle un, he ! he ! he ! I was able to 
do a film of nine figures in multiplication, be- 
fore I was a fixteen, and learn't the table by 
heart before I was fourteen years of age, — that 
I cud. 

Purse, So thou couldft, — the lad is right, 

I fwear to yew. Gentlemen. 

» 

Enter Devil. 

I>Eva. The copies are all fet, but there arc 
three columns deficient. ( Billy Jeems frighted.) 

Revise. The devil there are; here, here, 
(takes a magazine out of his pocket, and tears 
haves out — Devil going) hold, hold, if that's not 
copy enough, kill half a dozen Lords ; create as 
many 'Squires, to keep up the number ; marry 
fome half dozen couples, and convert a few Jews 
intdChriftians: fhould that prove deficient, throw 
in fome duels in a lively, pretty manner ; and 
to-nnorrow the whole may be contradidted, 
will help out. 

B 4 Devil. 



Devil. A few divorces and elopements 
wou'd not be amifs. 

Revise. Well obferved, (Devil going) hold, 
you have only to alter the names, they are 
ready drawn up. (^£.v// 7):;// ^cie;/;;^. J Well, matter 
Billy, if you choofe to fee yourfelf in print, 
why, now is your time — what have you got ? 

Purse. Now, Bill, is yeer toime, fliew thy 
ftrength, lad. 

BiLLv. Eefe, eefc, (takes out a prologue and 
gives it Revije) here be a proloe to fpeeakc 
upon occafions. 

Revise, (after having read the prologue to 
him/elf,) Aftonifhing young fellow ! wonder- 
ful ! furprifing! quite an original ! — Pray, mafter 
Billy, let me have it, and you fhall fee yourfelf 
in print. 

Billy. He! he! he! in print, Mr. Printer ? 
what, advertifed ? that be nice; but han't I bet- 
ter put my name to it, before it goaes to the 
pod ? 

Purse. No, Billy, you young rogue, — hey, 
Mr. Printer, hew waggilh. 

Type. Ay, and wittifh too, exaftly cut out 
for a fecretary of (late, the very thing for a 
member of parliament, as pliable as a twig.— •. 
Pray, mafter Billy, have you any brothers an4 
fiftcrs ?— 
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Billy. Noa, noa, Mr. Printer, no brothers, 
but one fitter, (takes out a fafer) here (he be, 
in White Chapel Roads^ he ! he ! he !— Now 
for um. (reads.) 

" Juft twenty-five* is fitter Fan, 
" Her lips and cheeks like claret i 

** Her hair as long as hop-poles, 
" And red as any carrot. 

" Five thoufand pounds has Fan in portion, 

** And wants a coach to give her motion." 

Revise. Very well, better and better, (ajide.) 
Five thoufand pounds ! I fancy, Mr. Purfe, he 
had his education froni the vicar, and not his 
clerk. 

Billy. May I be whipt then, afk father 
elfe. 

Purse. The lad fpeaks true, *tis all his own 
ingenus. 

Type. Well, Mr. Purfe, and the young 
'fquire, if you'll do me the honor to take a dinner 
with me, you'll make me happy j and bring 
your daughter with you : Mrs. Type will be 
kind to her ; and I have a fon in the guards, 
a brave young man, a gallant officer, who has 
been in America fighting for his country, and 
is .00^ waiting to be promoted : and if the 

young 
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young folks like each other> t;irhy, give me 
your hand, we fhall be better acquainted. 

Billy, Father, father, let's hade and bring 
Fan. 

Purse. Neow, this be koind of yew; Til 
accept your koind offer ; mortal civil, furely : 
my daughter is hard by. Come, Bill : well 
gentlemen, we'll tolk this matters over un by : 
we will after yew, yew do know the road befl. 

(Exeunt,) 

Enter a Mad Author. 

Author. Holo, printers, devils, editors, 
hell and furies, nobody at home, rafcals, fcoun- 
drels attend ! ! 

Enter Devil /;/ a fright. 

Devil. Sir! Sir! Sir! Sir! Sir! Sir! 
Author. Whence came you, rafcal ? — I am 
more than Sir. 

Enter Type in a hurry. 

Type. What's the mattter ? what do you 
want. Sir ? who are you ? 

Author. What do I want. Sir ! — my coun- 
try fet to rights, which is out at the elbows.-— 
Did you afk who I am. Sir ? — why. Sir, T artt 
Junius, Fabricius, Brutus, Probus, Catiline, 

and 
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tai} Cicero the father o€ xny coontxy.^^Mf 

children bleed, and I, Sir, ihall heal their 
wounds I but you> Sir^ yes you^ Sir, prevent me. 
Why was not my laft eflay tnferccd in- this day'^s 
paper ? 

Ttfe. Pray> good Sir^ do be calmj I don't 
Underftand you« 

Author, fie calm> Sir ! is this a tinsie to ^e 
Calm^ when my children are breathing their 
la£k y and the pope, yes. Sir, the pope, is on his 
pafiage to lay his cro& on tntf country i Is tkds 
a time to be filent. Sir ? What 66 1 mean. Sir ! 
why the Eflay of Brutus ! Brutus ! Brutus ! 

Tym, I really newr fawitf befidcs. Sir, 
we don't pay for any now i wt have them fent us 
gratis, and fometimes with premiums. 

Author. The devill not pay. Sir! you are 
above fifty in arrears, and not pay ! I'll call all 
the Milconian hell-hounds to your houfe, and 
reduce you and your garrets like a cloud of 
Arabian fands that drives before the tempeft ! 
What, not in debt to Junius, Fabricius, Brutus, 
Probus, Catiline, and Cicero ? 

Type. Thank God, Sir, we are not in debt 
to fo many. I afTureyou^ Sir, we never had any 
of your writings. 

Author, No, Sir ! not my writzngs 1 what 

? » ' give 



Sir, on the fide of government. 

Author. What ! a printer turned crab^ to 
go on one fide ! — Why, rafcal, you don't under- 
ftandyour bufinefs. I, Sir, go on all fides, ebb 
and flow like the tide, go with the torrent, 
againfl: it ; for peace one day, and war the next: 
(looks at his elbows) the devil, what out at the 
elbows too! O damn it, away, away to the Pub- 
lic Advertifer. (Exit.) 

Type. Of all the authors I ever had any 
dealings with, this is the maddeft. What a 
heated imagination ! Well, I muft away to the 
committee. Now for a bold pufh. 

(Exity Devil following.) 



SCENE III. YASNv/eated at a tableywitb 
a tambcur frame^ at work. 

Enter Servant. 

Servant. Mifs, a gentleman wants to fee 
your father, upon fome bufinefs, he fays. 

Fanny. 
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Fanny. A gentleman ! what bufinefs can 
he have with nr»y father : (hew him in, Lucy. 
(exit Lucy.) I cannot conceive who it can be, 
or what he can want with him. — I fuppofe fomc 
neighbour from the country. 

Enter Timewell. 

TiMEWELL. I beg pardon, Madam. — I hare 
fomething to fay to Mr. Purfe : is he at home, 
pray Ma'am ? (ajide.) Charming woman. ! 

Fannv. No, Sir, he is not; have you any 
thing particulars may I communicate it to him? 

Timewell. I wou'd not give you that 
trouble. Madam j I only wanted to pay my 

refpefts to him, — an acknowledgment for paft 

favours.- I'll take another opportunity : your 

mod obedient. (aftde\as he goes out) Who can 
flie be ? her modeft, unafFefted air has gone to 
my heart. (Exit.) 

Fanny. Who can this be ? I never knew 
my father thus bountiful before, unlefs it was 
to Timewell, a diftant relation, that he recom- 
mended to the Eaft Indies. He feems to have 
a pretty modeft air, much of a gentleman : 
Lord, how ftupid it was of me not to afk him 
to leave his name. Heigh ho ! a handfome 
man ! and by his manner fenfible. I feel very 
comical ; but perhaps he has left his name with 
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Lucy^ here, Lucy, (meeting her father,) 

Enter Purse and Billy. 

Purse. Come, yew pretty rofe, yew dear 
Fan, I have a fettled your brother Billy : he 
will foan make the world know who the fa- 
mily of the Purfes be ! Though Fan, you did 
ufe to chide un, about his fcribbling and non* 
fenfe, ey. Fan ? Mr. Type, the printer, is a 
mortal foin man furely. He will ibon make 
him a fecretary for ftates, or prime minifter, 
may hap : he's not too old to learn the bufinefs. 

Billy. Eefe, Fan, fecretary, fo he wouli hang 
I, if they (bant a know who Billy Purfe be. 

Fanny. For heaven's fake. Sir, what is all 
this you have been telling me ? Sure you have 
not been with my brother to a printer, to expofe 
his ignorance, and your own inexperience. 

Billy. Ignorance ! hey* there's for you. — 
Impudence. — Father, fpeak for I. 

Purse. O Fan ! O Fan ! why, you little 
vixen, he has a been examined before Mr. Type, 
and Mr. Rcvife, and, and his pottery is to be 
put in the news-paper. 

Fannv. I fuppofe. Sir, you have been with 
fome fliarpcrs, wlio have impofed upon your 
credulity, and flattered you with my brother's 
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flonfenfe. Good heavens ! I hope. Sir, you have 
not been fooling away your money. 

Purse. Fooling away my money ! ey, Fan ! 
let old Purfe alone for the matter of that. Be- 
iides, I have a taken mylelf fix flieeares in the 
news-paper, at fifty- pounds a fheeare, and Mr* 
Type, a mortal ieaqnd fenfible man, tells ma, I 
may in three years fell um out, for four hundred 
pounds a (heearc : ey, Fan, what do yew think 
of yewr father neaw ? And, and, have given 
three hundred pounds for Bill to learn the prin- 
ter's art, ey. Fan. 

Billy. Ay, three hundred pounds for I. 

Fanny. Hold your tongue, you great looby. 

Billy. You, fifter Fan, is a great booby. 

Purse. Wellfaid, Billj there Fan, you can't 
fay ^word but he rhymes it; ay, ay, it was born 
wee un. 

Fanny. For heaven's fake. Sir, tell me; 
you furcly have not paid the money ? 

Purse. Noa, noa, not yet, but I fhall un by. 

Fanny. Thank heaven you have not ! O 
Sir, for your own fake, and the credit of your 
family, leave this place ; return hame ; there's 
ruin h^re : thefe people will over reach, and — 

PuRst. O Fan ! O Fan ! we can't put old 
hea.ds upon young Ihoulders, noa, noa^ ey, 
over reach, ey, lad, 

Billy, 
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Billy. Over-reach, eefe father, I can ovcr- 
reeach eight foot and a quarter. (Jiretches 
bimfelf out.) 

Fanny. You are unbearable. 

Purse. Doant fnub your brother, yew 
peert pufs. — ^Well, Mifs, yew muft prepare ; \ 
have a meade a match for yew too, to be mar- 
ried to Captain Type, a fon to Mr. Type, the 
printer ; and you ftiall be married to un, before 
I do leeave the Teawn. 

Fanny. Marry, Sir ! When I marry, it fhall 
be my own choice. Nature tells us to obey, 
but reafon tells us when. 

Purse. I can make fpeeches as well as yew, 
Mifs Prate-apace : but you ftiall be married to 
the Captain. 

Billy. Ay, you ftiall, Mifs, for I call'd un 
brother. 

Purse. And I fon. Bill. Come, Mifs, you 
muft melt to your father: moind Fan, I woant 
own you elfe, yew ftiall ftiift for yewerfclf ; not 
a penny, moind that. Fan. 

Billy. Thank you, father, and I ihall have 
all : O that be nice. 

Fanny. Unfeeling creature ! what to do, 
I know not ; I muft not leave them, left they 
be ruined ; I muft fee into this myftery. (aftde,) 
(To her father.) Oh, Sir! add not parental 

tyranny 
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tyranny to innprudencc. RecoUeft, I have a for- 
tune independent of you ; but that (hall not make 
me the Icfs dutiful to a Father, tho' he ufurps ^ 
authority, that neither the laws of God, nor 
of my country juftify : however, as you 
have appointed this captain to vifit me, fooner 
than you fhall forfeit your word. Til fuffer rfiat 
mortification.-^Sir, I follow you. 

Purse. Well, well, good girl, be civil tq 
the captain, melt to un, be melting. 

B J LLY . Ecfe father, and I long to be eatinff, 



The End of the First Act. 
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C E N E I. CommUtee Room in the Prin- 
ter's Houfey Editor in the Chair. A Table 
covered with Papers. The Proprietors Jeated. 
Revi/e gets up in his place. The Proprietor^ 
take^ Notes. 

Revise. 

[get up, yes Gentlemen, to offer my weak 
fentiments impartially upon the prefent 
)ofture of our papery did I fay pofture ? — 
f es, I did indeed : nay more, this is a period, 
lay a crifis, the moft dangerous, threatening, 
md alarming. The paper. Gentleman, is uni- 
irerfally read, and univerfally admired with 
:clats of the moft tempeftuous applaufe i and. 
Gentlemen, with intoxicated raptures, permit 
me to inform you, that it daily increafes in fale, 
But, alas I Gentleman, will you fufFer it to 
moulder away ? will you fuffer it to take flight 
from the lofty pinnacle of meridian glory and 
applaufe, to have it's wings dipt, that it may, 
Icarus like, tumble down, and be buried in it's 
own ruins, yes, ruins, of eternal ftiame and 
difgi^ce ? Dixi. (feated.) 
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Several upon, their legs to /peak: great con^ 
fuftoriy with ^' bear him ! hear him V* 

ift Proprietor is fuffered to Jpeak. 

I ft Prop. Mr. Prefidcnt, TU 'fcribe, Til Tcribc. 

(feated.) 

ad Proprietor gets up : noije of ^^ hear 

him r 

Q.d Prop. I was upon my legs firft, Mr. Pre- 
fident, and will fpcak, and (ay — fo woul I fub- 
fcribe. Rat it, have another chance I wow. 

(Seated.) 

jd Proprietor looks very grave over his 

notes. 

3d Prop. Hem ! — To the chair and the 
gentlemen round it. Hem ! — I perceive, ay, 
and conceive to this committee, not that all 
conceives turn out fruitful \ no, no : for you 
muft know, yefterday morning, about nine 
o'clock, that was the hogr, before breakfafr, 
poor Tray, a fine bitch for rat hunting, was 
taken in labour — terrible time ! — and poor Tray 
died, and all fhc had conceived, to my forrow, 
and the great difappointmet^ of al! my neigh- 
bours, who had conceived, as well as Tray, and 
myfelf, to have fome of the brood. Hem I 

C 2 There- 
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Therefore, Gentlemen, you fee clearly, that con- 
ceives are liable to fliipwreck, death, and fo 
forth: howfumever, hem, 1 Ihall not be againft 
t'other trial, as the paper mayn't mifcarry and 
die, as did poor Tray, hem, hem, that's all. 

(feated.) 

Several upon their legs : great confufton of 

'^ hear him T 

President interferes. 

President. I beg. Gentlemen, to interfere, 
and give the firft hearing to Mr. Short. 

4th Proprietor, Mr. Short, 

4th Prop. Mr. Chairman, I (hall fpeak, 
before I conceive, and without any perceivings. 
Hem, (coughs J hem. When I get up, I come 
to the point plump, and fpeak to the chair, 
without your windings, and your turnings, your 
zigs, and your zags, nothing but crooked lines. 
Hem. Now I am in the chairman's eye. 
Mr. Chairman, Mr. Prefident I mean to fay, 
but 'tis the felf fame thing. Hem. I have a 
powerful obnoxion to make againft*, and, hem, 
an obnoxion as full as an egg is of meat -, and 
that is, Mr. Chairman, as a citizen and com- 
mon-counciUman, I fay that your paper is too 
minifterious. 

Revise 
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RiviSE up. (bowing.) 

Revise. Minifterious ! — I appl'ehendj and 
prefume to diftatc, as editor of the paper, and 
chairman of this comniittee affembled, that 
the gentleman who fpoke lad meant in his 
conclufive word, that the paper was too minif- 
teriaK (Jeated.) 

4th Proprietor gets up ajecond time to explain 

his meaning. 

4th Prop. Ay, ay, the felf fame thing. 
(coughs) This cough fets me wrong. But Mr* 
Prefident, I fay again, and I do proteft, wow, 
and declare againft all minifters, becaufe his 
right worfhipful the lord mayor faid, a few 
years ago, that, that there was no liberty in 
minifters j they were only traps to catch green 
horns, country-parties. But I am none of thofe, 
Mr. Chairman ; no. Sir, I have carried on a brifk 
trade in this city, twenty good round years: 
they (hall not trap me. But, Mr. Chairman, 
if, as how yop fay be true, that the minifterial 
papers fell better than the liberty ones, why, 
then, rU be minifterial too. 

5th Proprietor gets up before the 4th U 
down, and begins with-^My country^T-* 

C 3 4th. 
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4th Proprietor cries out. I am not 
done. Sir. 

All. Hear him ! liear him ! hear him out ! 

C^ih Proprietor is Jeated,) 

4th Proprietor -rejumes his Jpeecb. 
4th Prop. I have finifhed my motion. 

5th Proprietor rejumes his Jpeech. 

5th Prop. My country, yes, Mr. Prefident, my 
country, and head are a little difordered. But 
now, I (land, I (land upon my legs ; though not 
in filk-hofe, not the worfe tradefman for that, 
and legs not corrupted ; and I ftand for a fecond 
fubfcription : and, Mr. Editor, you may take 
what fide you pleafe for the matter of that ; 
but whatever fide that be, I do infift the paper 
fhall be well peppered, full of Spanilh-flies, 
Gentlemen ; I mean abufe, regardlefs, — I fay 
regardlefs of reputations, and I am fure 'twill 
do. 

Type, (in a flattering tone,) 

Type. The very candid, open, and in- 
genious arguments of thofe worthy fpeakers 
were happily and judicioufly conceived, and 
the force with which they were delivered gives 
hopes of the cOtntinuance of the very flattering 
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profpeA of this unrivalle4 p^^r. I beg leave 
to accede to the geiulcman that ftoqd u{)on his 
legs laftj and to corroborate, ftrengthcn, fup- 
port, prop, maintain, and acquiefce with, his 
brilliant, poignant^ and karned obiervations s 
(truck with the unufuai (bund of reputation, 
which is as great a ftranger in the apartments 
of our profeCTion, as candour and uprightnefs are 
to the chambers of an attorney : Nay, Gentle^ 
men, I (hould as foon believe, that a member 
of the minority wou'd turn to the majority with^ 
out a bribe ; or, that a courtier wou'd refign a 
place without a penfion. This, Gentlemen, I 
Aou'd as fooA believe, as 'tis poffible for a 
news-paper to fucceed, if the printer, or editor^ 
are tender of reputations, fcandal, and abufe. 

jill get up and Jfeaky except TimewelL 

§ 

All. Bravo ! Bravo \ It (hall go on, it (hall 
go on. 

6th PROi»RiETOR, Lodwfck O'Brawnyy up. 

6th Prop, Well, my fweet creatures, now 
Tm down, for a period or two. And are you 
met ? Upon my (houl we are ; and to mend, 
and to make our fortunes, fweet creatures, 
l-iOdwick O'Bmwny himfelf fays fo too. 

g4 - All 
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M /peak. The paper ! the bufinefs ! 

(all down but the pre/ident.) 

President. Mr. O'Brawny, Sir, you have 
(leered rather wide of the bufinefs in queftion, 
and your Arguments are not papermentary. 

O'Braw^Jy. Not to apologize at all, at all, 
is to be always obftinate, fweet creatures. Mr. 
Chairman, in the chair there — did you never 
know a jewel of a book without a preface ? — no, 
faith ! nor a fpeech without words : and to reafon 
the matter a little further — If a gentleman is 
about making his fortune — do you hear me ?— 
from Cork to England, the great metropolis of 
London, and is knocked down at halfway, is it 
poflible he can get there ? 

All up in confujiony Jome with ^^ the bufinefs V 
others withy ^^hear him!'' — goes on. 

O'Brawny. Well, then, to fhorten the bu- 
finefs, here you have it, the bone in the marrow, 
and, for expedition, you Ihall have the potatoes 
wirh their jackets on, fweet creatures. And Lod- 
wick O'Brawny himfelf fays, that cuckolds ^re 
known by their horns ; and, faith ! I could wilh 

Qur paper here — were known by them too. 

created.) 
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7th PROPRiEtOR gets Up in a fajjion^ feels his 

forehead. 

7th Prop. Horns ! a cuckold ! infulted and 
pointed at by a tramping Irifhman ! I am not 
alone. Sir ! 'tis many an honed man's misfortune, 
Jike myfelf, to have a run-away wife — and the' 
Ihe went off this morning with the captain — 
what have you to do with it ? 

All cry out ^^ fhame ! infuUingV* 

President. I am perfuaded. Gentlemen^ 
that Mr. O'Brawny did not mean to give 
offence, convinced that he is too much the 
gentleman not to make conceflions, and fully 
explain his meaning. 

O'Brawny up. 

O'Brawny. Potatoes choak me, but you 
are right in the chair^ honty; I had no meaning 
at all, at all ; and faith, Mr. Bull, if I knew a 
ientence of your being a cuckold, till you made 
yourfelf one. And faith, honey, if I don't pity 

your cafe. And what I faid, when I faid 

nothing about thofe horns of yours— that 
horns fhould be founded about the town, to 
teU (he people^ that our precious paper was to 



by St. Patrick ! here I leave my motion. 
All. Horns, horns, there fhall be horns. 

7th Proprietor, Bull, (in a pajjion.) 

7th Prop. The horns may be mufical to 
you, Gentlemen; but to me — (going) — damn 
the horns. [£x/7. 

All laugh as he goes only except TimewelL 

8th Proprietor, "TimewelL 

8th Prop. Mr. Chairman, if news-papers 
cannot be eftablinied, but upon fuch iniquitous 
grounds, I beg leave to withdraw ; and be 
content with the prefent lofs : and, as the pro- 
prietors are liable to pay all law fuits the paper 
may incur, by deferting both truth and virtue ; 
and embracing in their (lead, falfchood, fcan^ 
dal, and abufe ; I, in confequence, Gentlemen, 

refign. [£a:/7. 

All look at him as be goes. 

All. Poor creature ! 

Type. Gentlemen — (interrupted by the gtb 

Proprietor^ who is anxious to Jpeak,) 

9th Proprietor, gets up in a hurry. 

9th Prop. Sir! Sir! Mr. Chairman, give 

me leave to make my motion, left I fhould 

2 forget i 
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forget : hem, to be fure — certainly j hem, hem, 
you had better proceed, Mr. Printer; ano- 
ther time may fuit me as well. (Jeated.) 

Type goes on. 

Type. Gentlemen, permit me to refume, 
^nd fplice the thread of my former arguments 
to the following : but firft, I muft obferve, that 
Mr. Timewell is a damned troublefome fellow; 
and 'tis clear to you. Gentlemen, from the in- 
fignificancy of his arguments, that he has not 
money enough to pay towards another fub- 
fcription. 

All. Juft fo, juft fo. 

Type continues. 

Type. Now, Gentlemen, to convince you 
of the fmiling profpedt, and the high credit of 
our paper, I was this day offered three hundred 
pounds for the fix remaining (hares, by a gen- 
tleman of family and fortune: this fum. Gen- 
tlemen, in addition to the thoufand, now fub- 
fcribed, will produce the fum of thirteen hun- 
dred : which fum. Gentlemen, I pledge my 
honour, and that of the editor's, that in lefs 
than two years, every fhare will be entitled to 
at lead one hundred pounds per annum. You 
fee. Gentlemen^ the Aurora, Noon Gazette, 



rock of ignorance ; and the General^AdVertifer 
is feverifh. Again, Gentlemen, the Morning- 
Herald, and the Morning-Poft, muft be de- 
ftroyed by their own partiality, and vicious 
connplaifance ; and thofe papers eaft of Fleet- 
Market, whvj they are too mechanicTal, to 
merit the approbation of the judicious public. 
What have we then to fear? The Morning- 
Chronicle, indeed, may hold out by its ha- 
rangues. The Sunday-Monitor, 'tis true, is upon 
the increafe ; the fcheme is new, confequently 
entertaining ; it kills a few hours of this dull 
morning, and pleads an excufe for a preference 
of a coffee-houfe-box to a chapel-pew — which, 
therefore, Gentlemen, are at prefent the only 
ones in any repute. 

Efj/er Devil. 

Devil. Sir, the paper is at a ftand, and the 
news-mongers are waiting. 

Revise, (fo the Devil. J I fliall attend immedi- 
ately. (Exit Devil. J Gentlemen, as you are come 
to this glorious refolution, I muft now withdraw, 
and fo muft the printer attend the prefs inftantly ; 
otherwife, your intereft, Gentlemen, muft fufFer. 
The treafurer fliall wait on you to-morrow for 
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with fpirit, to our future emolument, (witb-^ 
draws : the others follow — look at their watches.) 
ill. Prop, Ods rat it^ I muft go and fhui 
(hop« 

Several /peak. 

So muft I, fo muft I, bufinefs muft be minded. 

(J^xeunt in a hurry* J 



SCENE IL Fanny fea/ed at a table, 
haning on her band fenftvely. 

Fanny, (gets up.) Was there ever any 
thing fo abfurd, as my father's coming to town 
in purfuit of fuch chimeras ? He muft be 
worfe than mad. And to think of placing that 
booby of a brother of mine at a printer's, to 
write for the prefs ! Oh, me ! But what can be 
expeded from people, who have been all their 
lives confined within the narrow limits of a 
manor ; and whofe ideas of the world extend 
no further thaa the letting or managing a 
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farm ; or knowing the market price of a bufliel 
of corn, a horfe, or an ox ; or laying out a fum 
of money to advantage, as they call it ? And 
now, in order to complete his unfeeling, his 
avaricious Tchemes, he puts me (I fuppofc for 
the better fecuring his money) to fale to the 
bell bidder : but TU prevent this bargain, how- 
ever, from taking place. O ! here comes my 
lover, Juft what I expefted, a perfcft coxcomb, 
fonderof himfelf than the profeflion. 

Enter Captain Type in a ridiculous manner y 
with a long Jvoordy a canCy muffy and two 
watches. 

Capt. Type. I prefume, Mifs, that you are 
aware of my defigns. I am, Madam, Captain 
Type, of the 3d regiment of foot guards ; with 
a commifiion, that empowers me. Ma'am, to treat 
with you, without delay, on our mutual blifs, 
the moft congenial to our future happinefs : 
therefore, angelic fair, permit this trembling 
fponge (puts his hand to his lips) to dip, feaft, 
and enjoy the honey 'd dew that hangs to thy 
vermilion tindure, that ravifhes my tranfported 
foul, (runs to her in a rude manner y and em- 
braces. Fanny Jcr earns out.) 

Fanny. Away, Sir ! how dare you thus 
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lofult ?«^What do you mean> Sir i I'll alarm 
the houfe !-— Is this your commifllOn ?-«-^-^ 

Captaim pn his knees-^fie turns frim him. 

Capt. O thoa angelic form, forgive thine 
own Adonis, who would (boner all the world 
fliou'd frown upon him, than you : yes, by 
Heaven's ! or I would return again to America, 
did my country require it, and expofe this 
pure, unfpotted body to the enemy's fire. But, 
but thank avarice, the danger is over (gets up) : 
pray be feared. — Then, then fliall my wounded 
foul be open to the brilliancy of your coun- 
tenance. (Jirokes his muff.) 

Fanny, (afide.) I'll torment myfelf a little 
more : perhaps my father may profit by this 
vifit. (Jeated.) I give you my honour. Sir, 
that I am engaged i therefore, you need not 
take the trouble of making fuch warlike and 
refined fpeeches. 

Capt. (aftde.) Already given me her ho- 
nor at firft fight. This perfbn and profeflion.— 
Yes, my fair angel, thofe old codgers have not 
been idle j. they well underftand contrafts,— 
Now am I tranfporced to the honey circle of 
meridian Wifs, (futs his leg over hers.) 
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Fanny, (geis up. J I beg. Sir — ^what do 
you mean ? I don't underftand fuch behaviour. 

Capt. 'Tis aftonifliing, the amazing quan- 
tity of ice that was got in this morning. — The 
mildnefs of the winter was rather alarming; 
*twas likely to have proved fatal to us lovers 
of ice-cream, and frigid wines. I was, I con- 
fefs, greatly alarmed j but now my fears are 
abated, (afide) Ton honour fhe'll do. 

Fanny. I don't in the leaft difpute your 
tafte. Sir — I grant you, that froft, when it comes 
in feafon, has it's good efFefts : it deftroys in- 
fefts, that wou'd otherwife become troublefome : 
and it is a pity, that it did not deftroy fuch 
animals, as think it of no other ufe than to 
indulge their luxurious palates. — Such a froft 
were to be wiflied for, 

Capt. Upon my honour, I can aflure you, 
that the confedlioners were in the higheft ftate 
of tribulation. 

Fanny. I (hould think fo, Sir — and thofe, 
their manly vifitants, who lay whole armies at 
their feet with words, and talk of battles they 
drtad to enter. 

Capt. Are you fond of confeftions, my 
fweet one ? (takes Jome out of bis pockety tatSy 
and offers Jome to Fannys ivbich flje rejects,) I am 



A C O M E D Y. 33 

of thofe rcpofitories, as well as charmed with 
their delicious compounds. 

Fanny. That muft greatly heighten the 
beauty, when decorated with fcarlet ! — A moft 
honourable amufement for the noble fcience of 
defence. 

Captain. You are right, very right, my 
dear ; you think as I do, I fee ; you can difcern 
things clearly. — The, the metropolis is ama- 
zingly enlightened, greatly poUIhed, and won- 
derfully improved — in the — the rapid increafe 
of fruit Jhops, confectioners y perfumery^ 2iv\d Jiick^ 
Jhops J 'tis aftonilhing, and even puts Paris to 
the blujh : and the art, with which thefe me- 
chanics difplay them, at their circular windows, 
attradts the admiration— of the — difcern ing, fo 
that no men of tafte, of fafliion, can withftand 
fuch brilliant temptations, without indulging 
the palatey amufing the eye^ and decorating the 
band. Don't you think, my dear Tulip, that 
the art of hair-drefling, too, is now arrived at 
fome perfeftion among us ? — We are not a little 
indebted to We copy the Parifians. 

Fanny. Ridiculous fribble ! my patience 
is almoft worn out. (afide) Why, yes. Sir, I 
think the copy exceeds the original. I believe. 
Sir, thofe (hops, that you have fo carefully enu- 
merated, increafe confiderably more than the 

D armourers. 



ticularly by gentlemen o^ your livery, who have 
fo much contributed to the glorious peace. 

Capt. Peace! peace! O yes, my fweet raf- 
berry : 'tis the bufincfs of us officers to fludy 
fadiions, and deal them out to the unpolifhed 
vulgar, that tarnifli the name of Englifhmen. 
Why, my dear Fan^ officers have nothing elfc to 
do, where the feat of war is not, but to enjoy 
thofe delights. Befides, thou Venus of Venvifes, 
thofe fword and gun fhops, that you fee blazing 
about the town, arc by no means calculated for 
us foldiers. Their furniture will not ftand the 
thrnjly nor will the paltry firelocks ftand the 
fhock of a ball ; no, no, we muft have T^ovjer- 
'proof 'y they arc only calculated for thofe coun- 
try drones, \\\t pheajayity the "jooodcocky and part- 
ridge ruftics, who never failed a league over 
fait water, ha ! ha ! lu ! 

Fanmv. I am glad, Sir, you find your own 
convcrfation fo very entertaining j I wifh I 
cou'd join v/ith you. But how fliort fighted, 
how unfeeling muft that lover be, v/ho has not 
judgment enou<;h to diPdnc-uifli the frowns, from 
the fmilcs of his mifirefs, ha ! ha ! ha! (Captain 
laughs too.) Some men are fo enamouicd of 
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Capt. Very true — right — you are right, upon 
my honour, (both laugh J Unrivalled felf, that's 
me i ay, ay, fhe's ftruck ! ftabb'd ! nay, bleeds 
for me ! Well, I muft not tantalize the poor 
devil, (aftde) Of all thaviolets in the valley, 
thou art far the fweeteft i your cheeks wear th^ 
tint of the lufcious peach ; your lips, Oh ! thou 
bunch, thou mufcadine, are far fwceter than the 
choiccft of European fruits, or even the domeftic 
Barbary-drop : thy teeth, as white as my own. 
(grins, and looks at his watch) Upon my honor 
I'm late : the dentift waits. — But firft, (advances) 
I muft tafte of this mellow exotic, that will foon 
be mine, (attempts to kijs, jhe refifts) Adieu ! 
adieu ! (going) Well, Faifiy I (hall be with you 
at the appointed hour, and (hall bring with me^ 
the implements of union. Adieu! adieu! (Exit.) 

Fanny, (looks at him with contempt) In- 
fignificant fellow ! He has not fenfe enough to 
difcover my contempt for him, but vainly thinks 
his figure — his manner quite irrefiftible. Poor 
creature ! — Before I would be married to a fool, 
a coxcomb, I would fooner give my hand to 
a man of fenfe, tho* he fliould be wrapped in the 
garb of penury. Now, to prevent, if poflible, 
and convince my father of his error. 

End of the Second Act. 

Da ACT 



cording to the modern Jyftem of patriotifm. — Air. 
Typey we fliall charge the proprietors one guinea 
for this. 

Type. Mod certainly. — I think the words, 
golden unilicny and modern patriotifm^ fhould be 
fet in Italicks, 

Revise. 
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Revise. 'Egad, you are right, very right,— 
and the fignature fhall be, Self-intereji. 

Enter Devil, with columns of the paper. 

Devil. Thefc are to be corredtedj and 
there are two columns now wanting, and three of 
the connpofitors have nothing to do. 

Revise, (takes up^ and tears leaves out of ma^ 
gazines) The devil they are ! — Here ! here ! 
here ! take this for the poet's corner ; and this 
ejfay^ which I fancy will make up the deficiency, 
(Exit Devil. He gives the columns to the clerk 
to he corrected.) 

Re-enter Devil, 

Devil. Sir, I forgot to tell you, Mr. Full^ 

charge^ the auctioneer's /)or/^, is at the door, 

with advertifements. (Exit Devil.) 

. Revise, (looks to the door) Come in, come 

in, porter. 

Enter Porter, 

Revise. Well, Sir. 

Porter. Matter fays, if you will put thefe 
fix advertifements, for his paying the duty only, 
you may have them in every day this (gives them) 
week i and fays, you fhall have his next cata- 
logue to prints 
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Type. Ho, haj very good, my man; my 
compliments to Mr. FuUcharge, and his com- 
mands (hall be executed. 
. Porter, (going) O Lord ! Sir, I have got 
a bit of news. 

Type. Hold, hold, Vl\ take it down. (Jeatei^ 
writes) Well, now for't. 

Porter. Why, Sir, you muft know, laft night, 
my Lord Spendall was coming, as he faid, to zSn 
my mafter, if he had advertifed his eftate : 
my mafter was not at home juft then ; but my 
Lord went as bold as brafs to my miftrefs, who 
was in the bed-room behind the parlour — and 
there, I vow, ftaid upwards of an hour, he ! he ! 
he ! Nancy, my fellow-fervant, called to me in 
dumb (hew, and bid me look thro' the key- 
hole ; we could fee nothing, he ! he ! the candle 
was out, — but 

Revise. So the candle was out; a good 
one. Go on, porter. 

Porter. Why that's all ; only I thinks my 
mi(b:efs-faid, O my Lord, my Lord, fuppofe my 

hu(band — then faid he, damn your hu(band. 
Then Nancy, my fellow-fervant, took me by the 
hand, and, faid (he, come away, my dear j and 
treated me with a full pot of porter. There, 
Sir. (makes a bow.) 

Revise. Thank you . Our compliments . 

Porter. 
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Porter. (Jcratches his head and looks at them) 
I hope. Sir, you won't forget, you ufed to give 
me fomething. 

Type. O, very true, here's fixpence for you, 
the utmoft we give for a paragraph, when ready 
drawn for infertion. {gives him ftxpence — Exit 
Porter. — Looks over the advertifements) Zounds ! 
each is worth fifteen (hillings j and I dare fwear he 
will charge my Lord Spendall a guinea for each 
of them, and we get no more than two or three 
fhillings, the bare duty. 

Revise. . A hard cafe this; however. 
Type, appearances, now a-days, are at leaft, two 
points out of three, and particularly in our branch. 
For you know, the more advertifements we have 
in our paper the better : for this reafon. The 
public will naturally conclude, from the num- 
ber of advertifements, that our paper mud be in 
great circulation, and give us a greater air of 
importance among our brother profeffors. Be- 
fides, Type, the advertifements are ready cook- 
ed, and will help to fill up. 

Enter Devil. 

Devil, Sir, a Gentleman wants to fpeak to you. 

Type. Shew him in . (^Exit Devil. — Looks to 
the door) Upon my foul 'tis Sir Timothy Silent, 
a member of parliament. Some pickings. Re- 



Type. {l:oks over ii^ and reads it to him. 
O, Sir Timothy Silent: why really, Sir 
don't recolleft that you fpoke in the del 
of yeficrday, tho' I perceived you upon ) 
Icirs inore than once. The queflion btiiiL 
fuch national importance, I made it my b 
nefs to attend the houfe myfelf : — I think, 
Tm not deceived. 

Sir Tim. Your are perfectly right, I 
not fpcak, but was repeatedly up; but the n 
of hear him ! hear him ! had fuch an efFeft u 
jny fpirits — being rather nervous, that I cc 
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not proceed : — Therefore, gentlemen, I beg 
that my fentiments, my ideas, may be offered 
to my country, through the channel of your 

impartial paper. 1 beg, you'll accept: (gives 

Type money) and whatever correction the lan- 
guage may want, I beg — I leave thefe fort 
of things to your fuperior judgment and ex- 
perience. 

Revise. Depend upon it. Sir, I (hall do 
you jufticc. {Exit Sir Timothy^ with a very 
reverend bow) Very nervous, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Enter Scandalproof, with a long firing of Pa^ 
^ ragrapbs : gives them to Type. 

ScAND. There, Sir, fomething out of the 
common track ; twenty paragraphs in good 
Englifh, and three effays. — One on the (hop- 
tax, another in favour of a plurality of wives, 
and the laft, upon our national courage; and 
the anfwers to them (hall be r«ady by the 
fame pen, in proper time. But, how came you 
not to infert my laft works ? I, I confefs myfelf 
piqued, and really difappointed. I have a fum 
to make up on Saturday : I am three weeks in 
arrear for my room. 

Type. Why, Mr. Scandalproof, we have 
altered our plan a little, and arc come to a 
refolution, to infert nothing fpeculative, when 



as their titles will chime upon the ears of the 
people, they may find admittance ; but mean 
while, be fure, you prepare the anfwers. 

ScAND. Certainly — I, Tm aftonilhed at 
your omifTions. The other papers, which Tm 
concerned in, inferted them, and the variations 
were very trifling y the fubllance was the fame. 
As to thofe you objeft to, bccaufe they are 
fpcculative, that fhall be no obftacle to prevent 
their appearing ; let me have them, and in the 
courfe of half an hour, the whole Ihali be 
realized, (gives him back the paragraphs ^ and 
Exit,) 

Revise. An ingenious fellow this — a fer- 
tile brain ! 

Enter Livery Servant zvith a Utter : gives it 

"Type. 

T'/PH. {looks ever the letter) I fee you 
coi^e from my I^idv Smug:Q-lc. 

Serv. Yes, Sir, and here be five guineas : 
bur, an*t you the printer ? 

Type. I am. 

Serv. O ! then, I was to put it into your 
own hands, {gives v:cne)\) 

Type. Very riMu : you'll trll your ladv, her 

bufmeis fliall be attended. {Exit Servant) 

lla ! ha ! ha I {r€a:is the letter.) 

'' Sir, 



€€ 
€€ 
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" Sir, 

" Should an article of intelligence come 
** to your office, refpefting Lady Smugglers 
coach being feized for having French con- 
traband goods in it, I beg you will fupprefs 
'^ the fame ; for which fervice, pleafe to accept 
" five guineas, which I have fent by my fervant. 

" Your's, 

** Smuggle." 

Revise, (iofb laugh) Egad, this hufh mo- 
ney is mighty pleafant, ha ! ha ! the old fox 

is caught at laft. What now ! who the devil 

is this bluftering up ftairs ? General Blunder, 
by all that's juft ! 

£«/^r General Blunder in Regimentals. 

Gen. Blunder. Pray, gentlemen, how dare 
you traduce my charadler ? how dare you re- 
prefent my late conduit in fuch a contemptible 
light ? and, gentlemen, what is ftill worfe, you 
have mangled my fpeeches — why you have 
made them perfeft nonfenfe i the laft in par- 
ticular, that was fo poignant, that the minifter, 
at whom it was levelled, trembled at the 
matter it contained ; and the force with which 
it was delivered rendered him fpecchlefs. And, 
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not only this, gentlemen, you nnade the firft 
period thirty lines ,• the fecond, twenty-five, and 
fo on. (ftruts about. ^ 

Type. I am really forry. Sir, for this, our 
mifreprefentation. Our intelligence muft be 
falfc, I doubt J but, we chiefly confine ourfelves 
to the gazettes. Sir. As for the length of 
the periods, you (land not alone; feveral of 
the members have this habit; but, for the 
•credit of our paper, we redtify this deformity. 
Indeed we are become fo fond of liberty, fo 
liberal, and our paper found fo ferviceable to 
our enemies in every quarter, that we take 
particular care, for the honour of the fpeakers, 
as well as our own, (for they are very keen 
critics in France) to heighten {General looks 
with great impatience) thofe harangues by a little 
of our own colouring. 

Gen. Blunder. I have fcen none of your 
colouring. As for gazettes — ^paultry forgeries. 

Revise. Why, really. Sir, where the fault 
lies, I leave to your experience : but certain 
it -is, that gazettes have not been fo fertile in 
the courfe of this war, as they have been in 
preceding ones. 

Gen. Blunder, Words carry no fublimity 
to their hearts : V\\ try the effeft of the golden- 
unflion. {a/tde) Well, gentlemen, here, {gives 

a bank 
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a bank note) in future, I truft and hope, to fee 
myfelf in a more favourable light in your 
paper. And what little inaccuracies there 
may happen in my future fpeeches — why — you 
underftand me. 

Revise, (/miles) O, Sir, a diamond is not lefs a 
diamond, for being obfcured in the quarry. Sir. 
This is a delicate fubjedl — a very tender point— 
I give you my word and honour — I perfeftly 
underftand you. Sir — you'll find a very great 
reformation in the prefs, and that foon — when 

you Ihall read fomething of this caft 

the greateft comfort to an orator. General 

Blunder replied to the noble Lordy with as 
much ingenuity y as clofe reajoning^ as powerful ar^ 
gumenty and as great a torrent of eloquence^ as 
ever was heard in parliament. {General/miles. ) 

Gen. Blunder, {afidc) Honour ! O Lord ! 
O Lord ! (ftruts about) The rafcals have fome 
tafte, they may decorate — 1 comprehend — wc 
perfeftly underftand each other — Gentlemen, 
your moft obedient. {Exit.) 

Type. Ha ! ha! ha! poor devil, poor devil. 
(Jboth laugh) I thought we ftiould have him at 
laft. But he has been a devilifli long while 
coming to the depofitum, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Revise. Poor GeneraH this was very ho- 
nourable indeed: twenty pound^! Egad, I quef. 



would be twenty more left. But any thing 
fave fighting for a little popularity : — ay, ay, 
the liberty of the prefs makes many a command- 
er, now a-days. Even (hadows, are converted 
into real fubftances j ay, and real fubftances, 

worn down into (hadows. Hey ! hey ! here 

comes the garreteers, the life and foul of a 
newlpaper. 

Enter feveral Neivjmcngers in mean apparel, 

ijl. Mr. Type, I have a fix- penny worth for 
you; but faith you muft take it down, for I had 
no paper, nor the means. 

Type. Poor rogue ! well, go on, and Til take 
a fketch. 

\fl. (proceeds) Hem, — '^ 7 his morning, my 
Lord Hornmaker's coachman faid, at the An- 
gel in Hedge-Lane, that he drove my Lady 
Pliant and his Lord from the opera laft night, 
to my Lady Pliant's houfe, not a hundred miles 
from St. James's-fquare. At five in the morn- 
ing, my Lord Pliant came home, when my 
Lord Hornmaker made his efcape into the 
ftreet, thro' the back-yard.'' 

ind. ^* Two days ago, at the weft end of the 
town, as Sir Adonis was lifting Captain Peep, 
to fee his Venus in a bath bclov/ ; Sir 
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Adonis gave way, when down went the Cap- 
tain — and broke off the horns of Sir Adonis -, but 
happily for Captain Peep, the damages did not 
amount to more than one fliilling, to the great 
fatisfaftion of all good men." 

Type. Well faid, Probus. Mr. Revife, the 
rogue is low in pocket, we'll give him eighteen 
pence : they are well worth it. (gives money) 
Well, Mr. Paragraph, let's hear what you have 
to fay. {Exit ift. Par.) 

ind. Paragraph, (gives his papers) There's 
four. Sir j but I'll run over the fubftance, as I 
have it by heart — " It was yefterday ftrongly 
reported, and generally believed in Field-Lane, 
that the bones of a gentleman were dug out of 
the adjoining ruins ; a gold feal was found near 
him, the impreflion, a pope's head j and likewife 
a crucifix, diamond fct, which gives us great 
reafon to believe he was a papift, and not a 
proteltant, as 'twas reported." 

ind. ^* Several genteel people entered the faid 
lane, and purchafed a large quantity of pocket 
handkerchiefs, with other light goods." 

3^. " The boxing-match, that was announced 
in our paper of yefterday, is unavoidably put off, 
to a future day ; but we fhall take care, our 
readers fliall have timely notice of this very 
important event 
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look over them juft now. If they have merit, 
and you fee them inferted in to-morrow's paper 

— why you may call. 

All. Never fear. Sir. 

3^. As for mine, they are fo full of fcandal 
and abufe — crim con — you wont rejeft them, 
I know. 

4//:?. And mine are againft General Blunder. 

5//^. I condemn the peace. 

4/Z7. I fupport it. 

Type. Well, well, enough, enough. {^Exeunt.) 

What 



A C O M £ D V. 49 

What a needy tribe ! Egad, Revife, 'tis time 
we (hould be off: I fear Mr. Purfe and family 
are waiting. 

Revise. Right, right, a fortunate connec- 
tion this. — If the Captain reconnoitres like a 
good general, why, we (hall capture the whole 
family, ey Type — come along. {Goings meet 
Lord PuffivelL) 



EvUr luOKD PUFFWELL. 

Lord Puff. Gentlemen, I have made fome 
obfervations on the new Comedy of News the Ma- 
lady^ that went off with fuch wonderful eclat 
laft night, to a very brilliant and judicious au- 
dience. There are fine ftrokes in it; new coined 

• 

\i\x, : and the performers, to do them juftice, 
well underftood the author, and were never out 
of nature. Moliere never drew a more lively 
pidlure of human frailties : {gives another paper) 
and this is an encomium upon that excellent 
political pamphlet, entitled a Humiliating Peace: 
And in juftice to the author, tho' unknown to 
me, I think it far exceeds any thing I ever read. 

1 recommend a perufal of it to every 

judicious Englifhman. 

RE|r 1 SIB., {looking over them) We have received 
a very different imprdEon of this Comedy — that 
it was received very coolly, (Puffwell looks uneajy) 

£• the 



fenfe obfcure, bad Englifli, fentiments com- 
mon, and the didlion contemptible. — (J^^ff- 
well looks dijira5led) As for thefc obfervations 
of yours. Sir, they come under the article of 
puffing ; they are far too open, to have the de- 
fired efFe6t ; but they may do with fomc little 
variations. But we never infert a pufF, — even of 
four lines, under nine (hillings ; die very lowed, 
we take for a pamphlet. But plays. Sir, 
are confidcrably higher. 'Tis well known, that, 
by the mere dint of puffing, fome new pieces 
have been faved from being damned. 

Lord PuFFWELL. What you fay maybe 
right, but I give you my honor, I have no other 
intereft in this bufinefs, than merely, I cou'd 
wifh to fee merit rewarded. As for thofe obfer- 
vations, you may have received, doubtlefs, they 
are die produce of fome ignorant, ill-natured cri- 
tics ; palpable forgeries : but as I am gone thus 
far, here's ten pounds for you, for fupprcffing 
thofe villainous attacks, and infcrting my re- 
marks, {going— aftde) I hope they don't fufpeft 

me 
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me to be the author. If they do, my name tliey 
are ftrangers to. (Exif.) 

Type. What a pretty confufion he was in ! he 
certainly is the author. 

Rev I sE. I have not a doubt of it ; and if I am 
not miflaken, 'tis Lord PufFwell himfelf. 

Type. If fo, we'll fufpend him for a day or 
two, and he fhall double the fum, {Exeunt.) 



SCENE II. 

Enter Purse and Billy. 

Billy, (looks about) Lord, Lord, father J 
weer is fifter Fan ? She be a tedious whoile put- 
ting on her wedding geers, furely. I wifti bro- 
ther Captain were a come. 

Purse. Never heed, lad; (he'll /bon come, 
and the Captain, I warrant thou. But I (ea- 
pofe, her's a griimping ; 'tis only to make be- 
lieve, and out of undutifulnefs to I, her father. 

Billy. Ay, fo it be, father : (he beant fo tim- 
berfome as flic makes believe for, about mar- 
rying Mr. Captain. • Neaw, neaw, (he do come, 
I thinks Ihear her filks whiftle and crackle. 

E a Enter 
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Enter Fanky. 

F A N N Y . Good morrow. Sir 2 how do you do, 
brodier ? 

P-URSE. The fame to you. Fan ; die Captain 
will foon be here ; 'tis mortal good time : but 
how came you, Mifs Croffpatch, to put on your 
black this morning ? 'Tis the cuftom wee us, in 
the country, yew know, when folks go to be 
married, to appear in their whoites, and here, 
you be going in yewr black ; but, I fuppofe it be 
the teaun fafliion • 

Billy. Ay, father, fo it be; black Nick is 
in the nation. 

Purse. Rhymes like the pope : what a brain 
has the lad a got ! 

Fanny, Pray, Sir, wh^t h^ve you been dp- 
ing ^ what hidden myftcry is this ? Your mean- 
ing. Sir ? «* The Captain will foon be here ! 
When folks go to be married, they ipuft go in 
white !" What is all this. Sir; pray be expli- 
cit? 

Billy. Laws and cuftoms i what a dunce be 
fifter ! flie doan't know Ihe is to be married this 
morning. 

Purse. Juft fo, Bill. Why, Mrs. Hidden 
Myftery, the Captain is to come this morning 

to marry yew y for I have made the bargain wee 

his 
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his father ; and you muft be civil to un, and go 
flrait we us to church. 

Fanny. Heaven direft my better courfe!— 
Captain Type {fneering) marry me. Sir ! No — 
I would fooner — (angrily) — I am (hocked at 
your barbarity. I live in a free country. Sir. 
May it be always free ; and as long as it re- 
mains fo, I will not be robbed of that liberty 
my country gives me. {She "walks about Jmiling) 
Hymen, Sir, fmiles under the influence of 

Magna Charta. {Purfe and Billy ftare at each 

other.) 

Billy. Hoymen Magnas and Chartas ! 

Father, who be them ? 

Purse. O, O, fome outlandifti counts, I 
fcapofe, of her own choufmg. 

Billy. Eefe father, or fome of the Mar* 
gate Hoymen, that do carry our corn, butter, 
and eggs to teaun. 

Purse. May hap fo, lad. But Mifs, yew 
Ihall have the Captain ; I wifli he weer a come; 
None of your Hoymens, or your Mr. Carters ; 
your father fays fo, and, and Til make yew have 
un. 

Fanny, {afide) Good Heavens ! their ig- 
norance claims pity. Sir, the Captain and I 
can never meet. He is a difcredit to his fex, 

and CO his profefTion. 

Ej Purse. 
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Purse. Well, to be fure! this is impu« 

dence to perfe&ion. I fancy^ Mifs^ yew have 

a been among the players, by yeer foine crab* 

bed lpeeches-«-*ods rammakinsj here comes the 

' Captain, as merry as a cricket. 

Enter Captain, bumming in a ridiculous manner. 

Capt. Oh, father Purfe! (fiake bomb) 
brother Billy, how do : my dear Fan, Tm come;, 
here I am, armed with implements to fulfil the 
contrail ; (Jakes out tbe licence) and Yta ready 
for the attack, (looks at bis ti^atcb) Upon 
honor, I'm later by twenty feconds than I in- 
tended ; but was detained, arranging fome par- 
ticulars, with refpe£l to our wedding- dinner. 
But, my dear Fan, don^t be alarmed ,: thou 
wilt^fpon be rivettcd in my tranfported heart, 
^hy in mourning, my peach ? We muft away 
to church ; the hour of twelve approaches : egad, 
a /place I have not been at fince my chriften- 
ing. 

Fankv. Sir, you may not go -again 'till 
the funeral ceremony is performed, if you wait 
my attendance. As for my drefs. Sir, fome 
wear black for joy ; others for forrow : but 
neither of thofe reafons is the caufe of my 
appealing in black this morning ^ 'twas fancy. 
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Sir ; I am my own miftrefsj and ihall difpofe 
of myfelf as I think proper. If the hearts are 
not united before marriage, 'tis not the cere- 
mony that can rivet them. 

PvRSE. (to the Captain) Yew be well dif- 
pofed, I hop. Captain. 

Captain. Upon honours O yes, yes, 
certainly. 

Billy. So yew be; ods robbins, let's goa j 
I loves to hear the organs of the cathedral fing : 
it is a tedious deal better than Nick Scribble's 
pitch pipe in owm. Oh ! that it were over, and 
dinner cooked, 

JJir/^TiMEWELL toPurfe. 

TiMEw. Sir, pardon a ftranger, (/^e?iti/<?ir<//^ 
at Fanny) for introducing himfelf thus abruptly. 
I prefume. Sir, you do not recoUedt me. {Purfe 
views bim) By accident I learn't of your being 
in town i and gratitude obliged me to come in 
perfon, to return you thanks {or your former 
fiivors. (afids) O that heavenly image ! 

Fanny, {afide) How my heart flutters ! 
That's-^yes, Sir, the gentleman that called-^ 

Captain, {afide) An impertinent rafcal 
^\%. I fancy, father Purfe, this geniu8«-*I take 

p4 him 
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Purse. May hap fo, Captain ; but I thinks 
I have a fccn that face before neaw. 

TiMEWELL. Indeed you have. Sir; and you 
have been extremely kind to it. My name. Sir, 
is Thomas Timewell, a diftant, but unfortu* 
nate relation of yours, and whom you recom- 
mended as a writer to the Eaft-India-Company, 
about ten years ago. — Not the impoftor, that 
Gentleman fuppofes. 

Purse, (not quite convinced) Tom Time- 
well ! 

Billy. Ay, father, Tom Scribble we ufc 
to call un — Fan, didft not ufe to love un ? 

Fanny. Hold your tongue, 

TiMEw. The fame. Sir. 

Capt. Upon my honor Tarn right; I 
thought him one of the vulgar, out of the 
very dregs — ^ey Mifs Purfe — a fcribblcr. 

TiMEW. (ftartles) Mifs Purfe ! (afide.) 

Fanny. In the dregs arc often found the 
ftrongeft particles, that lay concealed, under 
fuch floating bubbles as— — - 

Purs?. Hold, thy prattle. Fan. Tom 

T'lmewell, moi relation — give me thy hand: 
(Jhakes hands) ods rammakins, I am tedious 
proud to fe tha ; mortal proud, furely : what 
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haft a done with thyfelf ? I^ fcapofc, thou be 
what they do call Annabob ncaw. , 

Time'w. a very poor one, Sir, tho* I had 
in the Eaft realized fix thoufand pounds : - 1 
worked hard for it, and never plundered a 
fliilling. But, unfortunately, on my paffagc 
home, the (hip was caft away upon the rocks 
of St. Helena, and I loft my all, but two hun- 
dred pounds. On my arrival in town, I 
was advifed by a friend, to rifque fifty in 
the publication of a newfpaper, which 1 im- 
prudently embraced, and have fince loft; but 
I hope, foon to be in a more eligible fituation, 
than beggary, as that — fhadow— •— 

Purse. Faith, then, that weer unlucky. 
Doft not know thofc young fprigs? there be 
my daughter Fan, and fon Billy : and the Cap-> 
tain will be married to her, un by. 

TiMEw. (aftde) Married ! death ! (hoking 
sffiSionately at Fanfry^ with contempt on the 
Captain) They have, really, outgrown my 
knowledge. 

Capt. I am not wrong in my conjeftures, 
old dad J he has the very cant of your— —great 
man in diftrcfs— ?• no more like your family, than 
a French cook is like an Englifh one ; the 
former known by his graccfulnefs, and the latter 
by his vulgarity, 

Fannv, 



quently attend the fenfible, the honeft, the 
modeft and the brave. But, 'tis neither fenfible, 
honeft, or humane, to upbraid the fufFerer. 
Mr. Timewell, I am concerned for your mif- 
fortunrs. 

PuRSB. The wench is mad — ^how you chat- 
ter. Fan 1 

Billy. So ftie be, father, all over magpye, 
(lays bis band to bis waijicoat) O ! laws, bro- 
ther, I have a mortal yearning in my belly — I 
^ope there be pudding for dinner. 

Capt. Upon my honour, we ftiall be too 
Jate. I think. Fan, we had better take our tea, 
after the knot is tied, 

Fannv. Talk not of knots. Sir, — never— 
the knot already on your flioulder is difgraced : 
pull it off. 

Capt. The devil you wont!- — you know 
better than that : fubalterns muft be obedient 
to their commanders, ey father Purfe. My 
knot ! O ! damn it, this knot coft me—- — 

Fanny. Coft me ! 

Purse. How neaw, why fo frownilh and 
{q grumpifli. Fan ? Ods rammakins, Tom, I am 
going to buy fix {hares in a news-paper too, 

an4 
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and, and I (hall get a power of money for um ; 
and Ton BUly is a going to learn the art. 

TiMEW. I am forry you engaged fo deep. 
Sir : 'tis a very precarious bufinefs. But, pray 
what paper is it you are going to embark in ? 
(afide) Still avaricious, I find. 

Purse. O laws ! why, Mr. Type the prin- 
ter of 

Billy. Eefe, fo it be, father; and poet's 
corner fori. — 

Time. Mr, Typel Sir — I hope not. Tm 
Mcry forry you fhould rifque your money in 
fuch hands ; the printer of the very paper that 
has impofeci upon me, — If you have not paid the 
money, take the advice of a friend : have 
nothing to do with him or his paper — ^he is an 
i'mpoftor. Pid you never hear of Captain Type, 
his fbn ? 

Fanny, (afidc) Good creature ! a fortunate 
difcovcry ! Captain Type, I prefumc this Cap- 
tain here is the very per|ipn^ that my father is fq 
much enamoured of. 

TiMEw. You aftonifh me, Mifs 1 

Capt. Yes, beggar — fellow, didft thou, 
mu{hroom,'call my father an impoftor ? Zounds, 
fcribbler, you wound the honour, the reputation 
of my family, (unjbeatbs bis /word) Revenge! 
vengeance! 

BrLLY« 



un, doant kill iin, or \w (hall be hanged elfe. 

TiMEw. ( dijdain fully ) Put up your fword, 
fapling : this is not a place to difplay the profef • 
fion. — When you had an opportunity of ferv- 
ing your king and country in America, you, 
like many more, deferred the caufe of Britain, 
and like a bafe coward, (Captain frighted^ puts 
up bis/wordy andjmells to his bottle) nay, more, a 
traitor — deferted to the enemy ; then was re- 
tal^en and juftly difgraced. I ihould think 
myfelf as great a villain as yourfelf, did I 
with-hold the myftery from this family, to 
whom I am fo much indebted : — Sir, let me 
tell you, that emblem of the foldier you wear in 
your hat, has no bufinefs there, (takes it out-^ 
Captain much frighted) This fhould decorate 
a man. 

Purse. What! hew, not a Captain, and 
Mr. Type the printer, not a gentleman — ods 
rammakins, Fan, if thou beant a witch — why. 
Bill, this be mortally flrange. Mr. TimeweJl, 
if as hovv yew fay be true, why, this be friend- 

Ihip indeed. What ! to marry my only 

daughter to a coward, and a cheat ! O 1 

mercy on us. 

TiMEw. Upon the word of an honed man, 
I don't deceive you. 

4 Billy. 
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Billy. O dear ! I am a mod famifliedi my 
bowels do bounce and crackle^ like Indian 
fquibbers. 

Capt. Good, good Mr. Pur/e /-^My dear 
Father ! — don*t — 

TiMEw. Talk not. Sir, of what is good j — 
you — Mr. Puife, there Hands the culprit, let 
him plead not guilty ? — I am well informed of 
his conduft. Sir, when cnfign in America; and 
grieved to the foul, that our Englilh heroes are 
under the cruel neceflfity of being enrollM with 
fuch fhadows, when real fubftances have re- 
mained unemployed. 

Capt. (trembling) Why, Mr. Purfe^ to 
be fure— what that fel — Scrib— that man there, 
fays, I was in America, in the army, fighting 
for my country, — ^^but the — climate — did not 
agree — with me, — and I- petitioned the com- 
mander — too — for a conzic ! — in confcquencc 
of a compfication of diforders. 

Fanny. I fancy, noble Captain, that dif- 
order was a feign 'd one : it lay very near the 
heart ! O Lord, Ma'am ! Thofe armourer's 
(hops, that you fee difpofed about the town^ 
they won't do for us ; no, they will not ftand 
the thruft ! Are you fond of confeftionary, my 
fweet one ! This is the brave, the gallant Captain 
Type, of the jd Regiment of Foot-Guards ! 

who 
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who prefers hair-powder to gun -powder! And 
fugar plumbs to muflcet-balls ! — And the intereft 

of his country — away! O! Mr. Timewell! 

You have done a good aftion ! Gratitude tells 
me, you are not without a friend. Your ho- 
nefty, your fpirit, has a right, in my opinion^ 
to command the further afliftance of my fa- 
mily. 

Capt. Stab my vitals, if Ihe is not in love 
with the rafcal ! Its time to beat the march: 
a good retreat is the quinteflence of good ge- 
neralfhip. (afide) (To Timewell) — ^Were you 
not below my fpeech. Scribble, I fliould fend 
thee my glove. (Timewell advances) A damned 
ignorant crew this. (Exit in a hurry. Timewell 
and Fanny laugh.) 

Billy. Stop! ftop ! Captain! you bean't 
married ! 

Purse. Let un go. Bill ; let un go : he's 
as poor in pocket, as in heart s and rich enough 
in impudence 



Enter Treasurer cf the Paper j with a large roll 

of parchment. 

Treasurer, (to Purje) I am direfted and^ 
commanded, by the order of Mr. Type, and Mr^ 
2 Revs/e, . 
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Rtvlfcy to receive three hundred pounds, for fix 
(hares in their paper ; and thefe are the articleif 
nrhichyou aife to fign. Further, they unite in 
compliments — bufinefs prevents their attending, 
pu this morning at the appointed hour; but 
they will not fail attending the nuptials at dinner. 
Notwithftanding — (difeovers Timewell. — qfiJeJ 
How the devil comes this fellow here ? I hare 
pen and ink. Sir. 

Purse. That may be. — ^But Mr. Sir, beant 
^ou Mr. Doukle/eey the lawyer ? 

Treas. The identicar perfbn j a near rela- 
tion of Mr. Type's : and now; I prefume, nearly 
allied to your worthy family. 

Fanny. A very fortunate alliance, indeed ! 

Treas. Madam, you, you do us honour: 
I beg to congratulate you, upon the happy event. 

Fanny. You are really very polite, Mr. 
Doublefee* Why yes, you may give the family 
joy — of fo fortunate an efcape. 

Treas. (aftde) What the devil! I fear they 
have fprung a mine upon us. — I am happy, 

Ma*am 

Purse. Come, come, Mr. 1 muft tell 

tha-**-thou art out of a roguifti family i and you 
are all rogues alike. Doan't dilly dally herc^ 
Mun ! — Get about tha bufinefs, and tell um-*- 



your lypes 2ind Revi/eij Til have nothing to d« 
we um. 

Treas. The devil you wont! then. Sir, 
you'll hear from me, for a breach of contrail;, 
and for fcandalum magnatum. 

TiMEW. Don't be infolent, left I double 
you up. Sir, as you do your parchment, flakes 
bim by the Jhoulders) away, Sir, you tricking — 
(turns him out.) 

Fanny, (aftde) His fpirit charms me. 

Purse. Friend Timewell, give me your 
hand. (Jhake hands) I am tedioufly thankful to 
you I yew have a faved me^ and fon Billy y may 
hap, from ruin. That dear girl, my daughter, 
theer, had fenfe enough to have a feaved her- 
felf, and forfouthe, fhe feed my ruin. But I, 
an obftinate old fool, cou'd not fee that. I am 
a now fenfible of my own folly and inexpe- 
rience ; and hew to make you amends, do yew 
fee, Timewell, I doan*t know. By this here, 
now, experience has taught me never to choofc 
another hufband for my very good girl : but, 
weer I to fix, I doan't a know a more worthier 
man than yeer fel, to be moi fon- in-law. 

Fanny, (afide) Happy choice ! Why will 
my heart thus betray itfelf ! It will hurry me 
into a confefilon. 

TiMEW. 
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TiMBW. What 1 have done. Sir, was only 
what every honeft man would chofe to do j and 
what has been done, was merely accidental. 
As to becoming your fon-in-law, Sir, that's an 
honour I — tho' I could — I am unworthy fo 
much virtue, judgment, and good fenfe. Be- 
fides. Sir, Mi/s Purfe, — I, I have no will of my 
own, but fubmit to Mt/s Fanny, in whofe bofom, 
—'tis fhe alone, Sir, can determine. 

Fanny, (afide.) His tongue faulters, his 
eye gliftens, he may love me. (^to her Father.) 
Sir, I congratulate you, upon this happy efcape; 
I muft intreat your pardon, if I have faid 
any thing unworthy your child : and, if 
now your future happinefs depends on me. 
Sir, 1 put myfelf in your power, to be dif- 
pofed of, as you fhall judge; and that 
right I claimed, I now rcfign into your 
hands. 

Purse. Yew dear, dear wench, come kifs 
ma, (kijfes) that is being very dutiful: and 
Fan, theare bean't a thing under the name of 
Purjcy that you (heant a have. Well, 7ime^ 
welly what think'ft neaw of Fan j doll think 
thou couldft love her ? Fan, what think'ft of 
Timewell ? 

TiMiw. Love her. Sir ! my fituation in life 



I am not worthy. 

Fanny. An honeft nnan you have proved 
yourfelf, and a grateful one^ and I think fuch a 
charafter worthy any woman ; if you think my 

confidence (blujfjes,) 

Purse. Well, \\ ell, now I think I fhall make 
a rare joint. Come, Fa}iy give moi thoi hand ; 
Ldo think I am right neaw : (joins hands) here, 
Timewelly I give thee, by her own confent, and 
my own too, mine only daughter. Slie be a 
good girl, make her a good hufband, and I fliall 
prove to yew, a lafting friend ; blefs ya both. 
We'll have a dance, and be as merry as hop- 
pickers. 

Billy. That's nice, (whijllcs) Bean't the 
Captain to come, and dance too ? O laws ! 
we fhall have rare feafting. 

TiMEW. Sir, my love for your daughter (hall 
never be diminilhed. I hope the opinion, the 
confidence you have placed in me. Sir, (hall 
henceforth be as fatisfaftory to you, as they 
are now honourable to him, whom you have 
thought worthy of being your fon. 

Purse. Be happy boath, and I fhall lieve 
content. 
Fanny. O Sir! {to her father.') O 
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Time well ! Now all my wifhes arc crowned : 
your firft appearance bade fair for happinefs; 
your condu£l led to itj and now I am arrived 

at the haven of blifs. 

May every coxcomb woman's hatred move. 
And only men of merit gain their love. 



THE END. 
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D R A M Af I S PERSONjE. 

M ^ N. 

SIR HUMPHRBV FICKLE, A young Gentlemtn 
of Fortune, addicted to the fiihioaable Folliet of the Timet. 

ME ANL Y, and PICKLE, Two SycophanU, and Inti- 
mates of Sir Humphrey*8. 

SEYMOUR, A reformed Rake, and Friend of Sir Hum* 
phrey*s. 

COU FORESIGHT, In love with Amelia* 

BUMPER, Servant to Sir Humphrey. 

BRIBE, Servant to Meanly. 

WOMEN. 

LADY FICKLE, Wife of Sir Humphry i lively.but vir- 
tuous. 

AMELIA, Sifter to Mrs. Seymour, in love with the Colonel. 

LADY BELL CLAPPER, A goffiping, intriguing 
old Lady. 

MRS. SEYMOUR, A Friend of Lady Fickle*s, and Wif« 
of Mr. Seymour. . 

MRS. MEAKLY, Wife of Meanly : by her Huiband's 
Ill-treatment, difcovers a Plot laid for Lady Fickle and Amelia. 

MOTHERLY, A fiuthful old Servant to Lady Fickle. 

PRATTLE, Waiting-woman to Amelia. 



THE 



MODE, 



COMEDY. 



A C T 1. 

SCENE I. Sir Humphrey Fickle, Seymour, 
and Meanly, Jeated at a table drinking. 

Sifi Hc/MPHRsr. 

CONFOUND your morality, Seymours 
your lace fea voyage has extinguifh'd 
your fire, {looking at bim.) What a methodift- 
ical face ! 

Meanly. I deny it) a wife ! a wife ! Ma-- 
trimony is the caufe of this eclipfe ; 'tis matri- 

F4 mony, 
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mony that robs him- of his firer he ha^^ not 
digefted the honey-moon. 

Seym. Thoiightlefs rogues ! as great rattles 
as ever! I was in hopes to have found the im- 
petuous tide of your fpirits ebbing at my return: 
but it now flows with equal rapidity. 

Sir Humph. So it (hould; here it flows. 
O Lord ! O Lord ! poor Seymour ! poor Sey- 
mour I Charge the glafles, Meanly. (flls 
iumpcrs) Brimmers, brimmers, (each tak- 
ing a bumper) Here's liberty to hufbands. (they 
drink.) 

Meanly. Bravo! bravo I (beating the ta- 
ble) a good one. This night we'll devote to 
jollity, cy^ Seymour j (fills) my toaft, my toaft ; 
here goes, here goes, (^drinks.) 

Seym, A forfeit -, (fills his glajs) you forgot 
your toaft. 

Sir Humph. Right; bravo! bravo! the 
toaft, damn me, the toaft. Meanly. 

Meanly. With all my foul i all fair. (/^7^- 
ing the gl^Js) Never flinch from a bumper of 
claret : I hate infringements upon cuftom, as 
well as the conftitution. Then, here's fuccefs 
to the divine Thelypthora. 

Sir Hump. Excellent; the more wives the 
merrier : frefli wives are new fources of plea- 
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kingdom, (drinks) Seymour, your toaft, my 
worthy. 

Seym. With all my heart ; but firft, I beg 
an explanation of the laft. I never fay yes or 
no, for or againft the majority, as long as I 
poflefs an opinion of my own : never vote by 
proxy : never truft my confcience in the hands 
of another. 

Meanly. What, Mr. Morality, did you 
never read the Thelypthora ? 

Seym. Upon my honor, never heard of it. 

Sir Hum-ph. A gentleman, too, and never 
heard of the invaluable Thelypthora ! then you 
may, why then you may purchafe heaven for a 
few (hillings ; glide on fmoothly to your jour- 
ney's end, over a fea of pleafure. 

Meanly. Moft certainly : there is liberty to 
us Benedifts, and freedom to range in the field 

of love J anybody. — 

Seym. Your conceits are myfteriousj be 
explicit; and let me partake of the humour^ 

Meanly. Thelypthora ! O charmingly di« 
vine ! the high road to Paradife ; the Elyfian 
Fields ; the Madenian philofophy ; that proves, 
clearly proves, that a man may have as many 
wives, aye as many wives as he pleafes. 

Sir Humph. Moft pioufly he proves. Join 
the toaft, my boy. 

Seym. 



joy an equal privilege ? 

Sir Humph. No, thank you : there we have 
a pull upon the fex. 

Meanly. The hufband governs : fubalterns 
muft be obedient to their commanders. 

Sevm. a doftrine the moft wretched and 
contemptible. Cold tyranny in a hu-fband puts 
fair virtue in danger, and fubjefts her to fet- 
ters, when innocence is abufed by the hufband, 
who ought to fortify and proteft it. It opens 
the door to inconftancy, that would otherwife 
be irrefiftibly fhut. 

Sir Humph. Confound your delicacy and 
modeft fentiments ; reverfc the fcene, and give 
us a fentiment, new and animated. 

Seym. With all the good will of a hufband 
to one wife. May the honeymoon of matri- 
mony neverbeeclipfedby the Madenian vapours. 

Meanly. O fie! O fie ! infipid ftufF! 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, the coach is ready, (^all getting up,) 
Sir Humph. Our hats and fwords. Come, you 

dogs, let's to King's Place; and there — O the 

pretty, pretty little rogues ! 

Seym. 
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S£YM« Diflipated wretches ! 

Meanly. Diffipatedl ha! ha! dilTipated.-— 
O Lord! O Lord ! You may ftand neuter; you 
have no occafion to enter the lifts; there is no 
compulfion^ man. Hang your fcruples. You 
have been married now a month — and, what the 
devil — come along, {takes him hy the arm.) 

Seym, It wont do; I have a wife. 

Meanly. Pho, pho; never mind your wife ; 
keep the check- rein in your own hand; and in 
time— (/^ik^i him hy the other arm) confound your 
fond, obedient hu/bands. Comc^ my buck, 
variety is the leading finew of the ton. {pulls 
him along.) 

Seym. I have had too much of the ton : I 
have protefted againft its follies. 

Sir Humph, and Meanly. Bravo! bravo! 
bravo ! (Exeunt.) 

Enter Toper reelings examines the bottles. 

Toper • Terrible doings thefe : how gen- 
tlemen will drink I — Aii, aJl empty; not a drop 
left, to fquench one's thirft; killed with work; 
and, andj nothing left, to, to comfort me.— 
Thou art wrong. Toper j here, you dog, in 
here; here it is. {putting the bottle to his mouth) 
Here's to thee. Toper, {drinks) Cha, charming 
claret; yes, fine light wine. I pity this family. — 
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Such extravagance ! I have a great regard for 
Sir Humphrey and my Lady, (drinks) Terri- 
ble doings I 

En fer Bribe : takes the Bottle from his Mouth. 

Bribe. So, fo, Mr. Toper, helping the 
wine merchant. 

Toper. Aye, and Sir Humphrey too. — 
The more we drink, the lefs we care for fcold- 
ing. Mafter fays, I, I drink too much, Mr. 
Bribe j rfhd the wine merchant fays, I drink too 
little ; fo we are never in the right. Mafter fays, 
I get drunk — which is falfe ; the wine merchant 
fays, I live too fobcr — ^he's right j yes, yes, he 
is, Mr. Bribe, very right. 

Bribe. Mafters, Mr. Toper, are apt to 
condemn in us, what they are guilty of them- 

felves. (pours and drinks.) Tltis wine has a fine 
fmack, a vinous clarety flavour. Sir Hum- 
phrey pays his bills pretty regular, I prefume ? 

Toper. Every three or four years — his 
tradcfmen*s bills, when the law obliges him. 
But he wants to get into the Houfe, and then 
they can't get into his. 

Bribe. That Houfe is a prote6lion : there 
the law is made, on the fame ground 'tis 
evaded. — Pray now, my dear Toper, have you 
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Topjpn. Report ! O yes, there are fourteen 
to be hanged on the new gallows, according 
to that report. 

Bribe, Pho, I niean the report, refpefting 
your family. 

ToPiR. Any body in our family reported to 
be hang'd too ? 

Bribe. Plhaw ! you mifunderftand me ; I 
mean the report in your family — ^'tis a ftrange 
affair, talked of all over the town, in every 
tavern, and in every mouth. • 

Toper. No, 'tis not in mine. 

Bribe. . Then 1*11 tell you— ^hcre, this way— 
for your life be fecrct. 

Toper. I have not had it yet. 

Bribe. They do fay, that Sir Humphrey 
is a cuck-— old, and is going to be divorced. 

Toper* Then he ihoiild wear horns. — I fee 
no appearance of their fprouting yet. 

Bribe. But do you think it true ? 

Toper. I can't tell: how, how the devil can 
I tell, Vm neither pillow, or bolder to my 
lady ; but I fhould think it a damn'd lie — I fancy 
fhc takes as much care of herfelf, as the 
reft of the quality : that may be little enough 
too. (Ml rings.) The devil ! fhe's come home ; 
the bell rings, 

BrIB£« 



not coming this way : I wou'd not meet her 
for a thoufand ; good night, good night. Toper, 
I find, is ignorant of the report. (afide.^^Exit.) 
Toper. {Bell rings) I can't fly, can I ? 
{rings) Softly, gently, my good lady, {rings) I 
wifh I had wings — I think the wench has 
foap'd the floor i for my part, I flip, {rings) I 
can't fl:and. {Exit.) 



SCENE 11. 

Enter Lady Fickle, and Motherly. 

Lady Pick. Is the rouge, and the pearl- 
powder, and 

Moth. Yes ma'am, every cofmetic, the 
Olympian dew, the milk of rofes, the marefchal 
powder, the freckle water, and, and a thoufand 
other nonfenfical things. 

Lady Fick. Why, quality fliould be known 
at a diftance. One's title is announced by the 
prominency of one's charms. 

Moth. Lord ! madam, you want no em- 
bellifliments, no borrowed charms ; nature has 
been too bountiful to admit of art ; — bcfides, 
madam, you that have a hufband. 

Lady Fick. The very reafon, why I de- 
corate 
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eorate— -not fo much to pleafe myfclf, aa 'tis to 
obey Sir Humphrey's didatorial commands. 

Moth. Well, Tm fure, if I was a man, 
art ihould never attraft my love and notice. 
One iincere fmile, cloathed in native inno- 
cence, I fliou'd prefer to a thoufand purchafed. 

Lady Fick. Were you a wife, you wou'd 
have a huiband to pleafe. 

Moth. If my wholefome and natural charms 
did not pleafe him, and keep him firm to the 
marriage vow : I give you my word, ma'am, I 
Ihou'd never be a flave to art. 

Lady Fick. Your obfervations are goodin 
theory : but will not ftand the teft of pradiice. 

Moth. Well, for my part — ^if hufbands 
praftife fuch tyranny,. I, I believe, I (hall pro- 
teft againft matrimony, and think no more 
about it— die on the bed of honour, and return 
to the womb of earth, a pure, unfpotted maid* 

Lady Fick. An admirable refotution ! but. 
Motherly, I wou'd not have you niake any 
rafli Vows ; you may be more at liberty : all 
men, fure, are not alike. 

Moth. To a man, I have declared war 

againft the fex $ and am determined the beft 

that ever wore a head Ihall not open his mouth 

to me on the tender paffions ; no, I fhall ever 

think them beneath my notice. But, were I 

to 
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to be married, I (hou'd not be a dupe to any 
man's whims, to break my reft, and, and 



Lady Fick. I think your obfervations 
perfeftly right.— But, Motherly, Tm not what 
the world fuppofe me to be — I'm a perfe<5t 
counterfeit, a mere hypocrite, yet there is none 
I injure : but my own fecret reflexions carry 
with them their punifliment, — I'm ready to fink 
with fatigue, when the hurry of the day is over. 
Did Sir Humphrey allow me a will of my own, 
I fhou'd baniih routes and mafquerades, and 
wear but one face, and that in its natural form. 
And, inftead of retiring to bed at four or 
five o'clock in the morning, I fhould never 
exceed the hour of twelve — go to the play 
twice a week, and to the opera once a fort- 
night ; my other days I Ihould dedicate 
to domeftic affairs and a few feleft friends. — 
But to be tolerably happy, I muft obey Sir 
Humphrey, and appear to him to be by art, 
what I'm really not by nature. 

Moth, I would appear, madami, in my real 
charafter, and wou'd not be a counterfeit, were 
I to marry a king. Madam, I have fomething 
of confequence to relate — to which I beg your 
fecret ear. 

Lady Fick. Proceed, I pray you: I never 
reftrained your tongue, nor rejefted your 
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Moth. From an infant, I have known you ; 
nurfed you moft tenderly, from your cradle, 
to the prefent moment : and I hold myfelf 
bound by gratitude and afFeftion, to declare to 
you — indeed, madam, I fhou'd think myfelf 
more your enemy than your friend, to conceal 
from you, the language the world fpeaks — -your 
reputation ! 

Lady Fick. What of my reputation ? 

Moth. Nay, madam, I befeech you, don't 
be difpleafed — Fll out with the truth, if I for- 
feit, what I hold moft vahiable, your protecftion* 

Lady Fick. Oh ! heavens ! my reputa- 
tation ! You alarm me — yet, why fhou'd I 
be alarmed — my innocence — wha, what dares 
the world ro fay ? 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Lady Bell Clappefs compliments to 
your ladyfhip \ fhc*s at the door in her car- 
riage, and wou\l be glad of your company, 
to fee the balloon at the Pantheon. 

Lady Fjcklk. My compliments ; I'll at- 
tend her ladyfhip in a moment. Well, Mo- 
therly, we'll take another opportunity. 

Moth, When 1 fliall finHh, what my re- 
gard and afTeflion will force me to reveal. 

G Lady 



Clapper — get mc my cloak and mufF. (n 
fling to the glqfs) The bed rouge I ever had- 
mod admirable bloom ! I think 'tis called i 
maiden-blufti. 

Moth. It is, my lady. 

Lady Fick. Come, Motherly, O de^ 
Lady Bell will think me loft. 

Moth. I wi(h fhe may not be the ca^ 
of your reputation being loft, as well as her ov 
{afide.) {Eseun 



End of the First Act. 
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II. 



SCENE I. PalUMalL Difcovers Sir 
Humphrey, Seymour, and Meanly :— 
Jack Pickle coming out of a Houfe^ 

Sir Humphrey, 

THIS way, you rogues, here, here, in 
here— there (lands our Belvidere. 

Meanly, (runs up to the door) I know it 
well; now for my goddcfs. (as he approaches, 
Jack Pickle comes out.) Here he is. Pickle 
has got the ftart. 

Sir Humph. The jolly dog has ftolen a 
march upon us. (Pickle attempts an efcape) N|||i 
forfaking me, no retreating — re-enter, my buck, 
and 

Pickle. Never retreat, as long as I am 
able to advance — never flinch from a lafs, or 
a bottle. (Seymour attempts an ejcape : Sir 
Humphrey overtakes him.) 
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Sir Humphrey. No back-fliding, my boy, 
but hark forward, (fbe others come up.) 

Meanly. In, in, let's in with him. — The 
trenches are laid open, fwamp the man that 
dreads to enter. 

SEYi4. I'm that man : for by thi^ light, I'll 
not enter, (ftruggle to g^t him in) Away, for 
ftiame — folly ! madnefs ! 

Sir Humph. Into this houfe, you (hall en- 
ter, Seymour. 

Seym. The houfe and it's furniture may 
attraft your appetites ; but I have goods at 
home, that are more engaging. 

Pickle. Let him go — he's not of us, fmk me. 

Seym. You cou'd not pay me a higher 
compliment. (runs off.) 

Pickle. Poor creature ! a milk fop, a mere 
thing, without life or fpirit. I'm glad he's 
'decamp'd, or he wou'd have prov'd a damper 
to us. 

Meanly. He is none of us, a poor, doat* 
ing, fond hufband, fit for nothing, but to whine 
after and fimper with his wife. 

Sir Humph. He was a good fellow — but 
now, my wife expefts me ! Curfe it, the poor 
fellow is handfomely done over — no other 
pleafure hut his wife to pleafe ! 

Pickle. 
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Pickle. The fellow has no foul. — The 
man that can find no other amufement, but a 
wife to pleafe, is not for us ; therefore, we'll 
excommunicate him from our circle. 

Meanly. Black-ball him, by all means. 

Sir Humph. He (hou'd fuffer that difgrace; 
yet 'tis pity to banifli the poor devil. We may 
reclaim him yet, from his foolifli, domeftic 
purfuits. Come, let's in. {going) We trifle away 
thefe precious moments ; march, with hark for* 
ward, follow, follow, (going.) 

yJll. Hark forward, to the fair^ we'll ap- 
proach with an air; with hark forward, tally- 
ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, ho. 

(^ey enter the houfe.) 



SCENE II. 

Ente^rLjADY Bell Clapper and Amelia. 

Lady Bell. Why, child, your name will 
not even reach a newfpaper ; nor can you ever 
rife in the cfteem of the beaux of the polite 
circle, if you make home the firft objedl of 
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in five at public revcllings. I am weary of 
the fatigues of fo public a life : it wears out 
my fpirits. 

Lady Bell. Silly girl ! But, this is the ge- 
neral efFecft of being educated in the country, 
under the tuition of an old, foolifli, fond mo- 
ther y but this fhyncls, Amelia, will foon vanilh ; 
you will lofe .the ruft of the country, when 
1 ou're initiated into the town enchantments. 

Amelia. From what I have feen of the 
town enchantments, I think, mod efty of deport- 
ment, and delicacy of fentiment, clstim the leaft 
Ihare in it. Wives make as free with the young 
beaux as they do with their lawful hufbands, 
and fcem more at their eafe. — Aye, and huf- 
bands, too, in return, perform the fame friendly 
offices: and their civilities even extend to the 
young mifles. 

Lady Bell. That's the very efTence, the 
life, and foul of the ton. England, child, 
has long boafted of her liberty, her freedom; 
but it was never fo rigidly infifted on, and fo 
well underflood, as within thefe ten years pad. 

Amelia. If this be the end of that liberty, 
that freedom, I have fo much heard boafted of. 



I think the obfcrvers of the ton can never lay 
claim to the Flitch of Bacon. 

Lady Bell. What ftrange ideas ! The ob- 
fcrvation, child, is both vulgar and pedantic- 
it (hocks my feelings. Upon my honour, Ame- 
lia, you muft ftiake off thofe worn out ideas, 
or you never can be the bride of a man of 
fafhion. 

Amelia. I confefs, I ftiould have no ob- 
jedtion to be the bride of a man of falhion; could 
I be aflured, he was a man of honour, and 
would make me a kind hufband. But I have 
fo mean an opinion of the generality of thofe 
men of fafliion; they are fo fond of variety; 
fo loft to a fenfe of true honour j that to feek 
conftancy, or afFeftion in them to a wife, would 
be as abfurd, as to expeft to find a genuine 
patriot in a modern fen ate ! 

Lady Bell. You are fevere upon the fex. 
I grant you, that real patriotifm in this coun- 
try is at a very low ebb. But, if I am not 
miftaken, you'll find in Mr. Pickle, both a pa- 
triot, and a man of honour, 

Amelia. ProfefTionally fo. He goes with 
the torrent, no doubt; ftorms, fumes, and 
declaims as do all our parliamentary heroes, 
breathing vengeance on finding their in- 
tereft oppofed 5 crying out, reformation, down 



the eve of expiring, bleeding at every pore* 
A fudden calm takes place : a bait of a few 
thoiilands offers ; former profefTions are forgot ; 
and, gudgeon-like, the patriot fnaps it up ; and 
ever after becomes as filent and unconcerned as 
a dormoufe : never awake, but when hungry, 
or when likely to lofe its provender. 

Eriler Pickle. 

Lady Bell. Tm glad you are come. Ame-* 
lia has got into fuch a vein of raillery, that her 
illiberal wit is pafl; bearing. 

Pickle. Illibcralitics cannot fill from thofe 
enchanting lips — a countenance io truly divine. 
— It cannot be*, Lady Bell. 

Ladv Bell. Nay, Sir, you'll be the better 
judge j (^^/\^) your llay may detenninc the 
point i my abfcnce, Amelia. — Adieu, child, 
adieu, my dear. Reformation to you. 

Amelia. Adieu : 1 wifh you wjII enter- 
tain'd. 

Pickle. No fearj my life for her, Hic'll 
not die in debt to opportunity. Always firil 
at an affembly, and laft at a mafquerade ; danc- 
ing, revelling, and match-making, are her dar- 
ling purfuits. She's a woman of the firfl: fa- 
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Amelia. HerLadyfhip has been preaching 
falhion to me. 

Pickle. Not a woman in the kingdom bet- 
ter qualified. She is very accomplilhed ; the 
patronefs of drefs j her examples are univer- 
fally copied, and moft rigidly obferved. 

Amelia. The example fhe has given is but 
too prevalent. Divorces were never more in 
falhion : yet to the honour of a virtuous 
diftinguilher, fuch ladies are not countenanced 
at the fountain-head of power. 

Pickle. The divorce, to be fure, was ra- 
ther a faux pasj but that's blown over ; her huf- 
band, I believe, for want of a proper attention, 
was moft to blame; in my opinion, when 
the barometer of matrimony comes to the 
freezing point, 'tis moft prudent to admit 
a feparation ; and really I think it is hard 
they are excluded the fmile of royalty. 

Amelia. I think the exclufion not only ju- 
dicious, but of the greateft import: it conveys 
the ftrongeft conviftion of difgrace (what- 
ever rank, or high degree, the culprits might 
have fprung from), by excluding them the 
prefence of the very paragon of virtue, and of 
all female perfeftion. 
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PicKtE I grant it: but ftill we ihoird 
conform to the fafhions of the day ; I mean, 
when a hufband finds himfelf abufed> negleded, 
and deferted by his lawful wife ; 'tis but right 
to retaliate, by giving paOion its full fcope, dll, 
at lead, a divorce can be obtained. 

Amelia. Pretty dodtrine, indeed ! becaufe 
the fair fex fall vi£tims to iehfuality, thro' the 
artifices and inftigations'of debauchees, they 
are to fuffer the whole difgrace. 

Pi CKLE. Certainly. We have daily inAances 
of deception -, 'tis now the very ton. 

Amelia. Then 'tis ,a ton truly del][>icable, 
and what I deteft. 

Pickle. O, dear madam; cuftom and 
faihion ought to prevail, and will always find 
their votaries. 

Amelia. With the diiTolute, they may ; 
but cuftoms and fafliions combating reafon 
and virtue ought never to be countenanced. 

Colonel, {ajijej undijcovered) O Heavens! 
if Amelia be tiodiured with the malady of the 
times — where feek we virtue ? (EnUrs, dijcover^ 
ingjealou/y.) So, Sir; well. Madam; I, I fee you 
are pcrfedkly happy. Variety, I fee^ carries with 
it frelh charms. 

4 PlCRLE. 



Pickle. So it Ihould, Colonel ; I'm glad 
you think as we do. 

Colonel. As wc do! (frowning) Madam, 
have I not ever proved myfelf a conftant 

Amelia. A man of integrity can be no 
other. 

Colonel. I wiih, then, I could find a 
woman of that integrity ; but 'tis feeking the 
philofopher's ftone ; I (hall not attempt a 
difcovcry. (Exit angrily.) 

Amelia. What can all this mean ? I 
never faw the Colonel's brow thus clouded be- 
fore. 

Pickle. Stupid. As great a quiz as any 
within a hundred miles of the place. An enemy 
to jollity and good humour. Never plays above 
a guinea whift ; one bottle of claret ferves 
him a whole evening; and he talks of nothing 
but of wars, the difcipline of troops, and 
fighting. 

Amelia. 'Tis his profeflion. Sir, and he 
makes it his ftudy ; talking is no part of his 
charafter: he's both a foldicr in theory and 
praftice; and his country has felt the efFedls of 
his good condudt. 
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Pickle. 'That may be; bot what have Ive 
to do with fighting, now there's a peace ? 

Amelia. A good foldier is never afhamed 
of his profeflion; Such language as yours, Sir^ 
is peculiar only to that foldier, who, confult- 
ing his own fafety, more than, his country's 
good, is always for a retreat : but Colonel Fore- 
fight has ever been found advancing. I can 
never be prefent to hear merit trifled with; 
The Colonel, Sir, is both a man of courage and 
of honou r. ( Exit baftily . ) 

Pickle. Very abrupt, ma'am ! The Colonel 
is a little tinftured with jealoufy.— Amelia^ 
too, is ftung with difappointment. {looking 
afide) What ! in the name of fortune, are you 
there ? So ho, fo ho, hark forward, {tbey aH^ 
Jiver within.) 

Enter Sir Humphrey ^W Meanly- 

Sir Humph. Well, Pickle, my boy,how ftands 
the amour J what faid the delicious Amelia ? Is Ihe 
obftiiiate, or is (he kind ?— ^Is (he difpofed to— 

Pickle, All for war. 

Sir Humph, Then I'll pu(h on the attack; 
and if I don't bring my guns to bear upon the 
little fort— may I never fubdue another. 

Meakly, 



Meanly. Who can refill a man of your 
figure ? Your name is up. 

AIL So it is. 

Sir- Humph. Here, you dogs, {taking out his 
furfe) here's ammunition ; we'll fire away. — r 
Here, Meanly, take a hundred; {gives the 
pirfe) Pickle, take the remainder : hold, hold, 
let me have a few for prefent ufc. 

Meanly. Welcome gucfts, arriv'd in times 
not a guinea left. 

Pickle. I laboured under the fame com- 
plaint. — -This will reconcile mc to Dy Gallopfaft 
— no admittance there, unlefs, unlefs I gold- 
finch her. 

Sir Humph, Hang the goldfinches. What 
of Amelia? Didft thou reconnoitre the ground? 
is the citadel pregnable, or not ? — This is the 
mod important moment of my life : divorcing 
a wife, and difrobing a virgin. 

Pickle. I firft had an audience of Lady 
Bell Clapper, intimating Lady Ficklc's dif- 
honour, charging her, on her life, to be fccret. 
She pledged her honour, that nothing fliou'd 
tranfpire from her lips. 

Meanly. The only means to make it the 
more public; and, as it carries the appearance 
of fccrecy, it will wear the face Qf truth. 



public refort in town has efcaped her whifpers. 

Pickle. The very motive why I whifper'd 
it as a fecret, which is always the fureft channel 
for publication. But the beft of the joke is, 
flie wants me to pay my court to Amelia ; but 
tarnifh my honour, if ever Til open my lips on 
the fubjeft. I pay too great deference to ho- 
nour. I have given you, Sir Humphrey, my 
word, that I would afTift you in this important 
bufinefs j and may I die if e'er I deceive my 

friend. 

Sir Humph. Honeftjack. ^Well, but 

Amelia, Amelia. — She's well worth an experi- 
ment. 

Pickle. By heavens! athoufand. — I wou'd 
endure torments for a month, to fccure her con- 
fidence. She's young and tender, beautiful 
beyond defcription ; her wit not to be paralleled; 
her judgment mature; her voice all melody; 
and her eyes, by my foul, are as irrefiftiblc, 
as the fun's rays in its meridian glory. In fhort, 
file's nature's mafter-piece. 

Sir Humph. I have often gazed on her with 
tranfport: but your dcfcription animates my 
fancy,and recharges me with impatience: my heart 
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pants within me, every mufcle is charmed, and 
eager for pofleflion. If, if fair words have not 
their due weight. Til dorm the garrifon ; — ^if 
defeated — I'll marry her ; if but for pofleflion 
only : my life and fortune is not to be put in 
competition withpoflTefllon, poflTefllaa, you dogs. 

Meanly. I'm your flave ; command me ia 
effecting the divorce, and fecuring Amelia. 

Pickle. Strike out a plan, and Til abide by 
it ; fwear oaths of every defcription and com- 
plexion, to fecure you the objeft of your plea- 
fures. 

Meanly. So will I : but I, I feel a little un- 
hinged ; thofe curfed debts bear down my (pi- 
rits. 

Sir Humph, Let not your debts difcon- 
cert you ; give me a lifl: of your creditors, 
and rU be refponfible for the whole : but to 
bufinefs. (Motherly lijiens.) 

Meanly. Sir, you have my thanks. I 
have very maturely digefted my thoughts upoa 
the fubjeft. I have conceived two plans : the 
firft is J when you come home late, before the 
morning dawns. Til flip into Lady Fickle's 
chamber, counterfeit your voice, and aflfail the 
curtains. 

Motherly, (afide) Unheard of villany! 



world have you uTc violence to her perfon; I 
lliouVl not, in reality, like to be a cuckold — 
altho' the world be convinced. 

Motherly. T'^/t^J O ! the artful wretch ! 

McANLv. I wou'd not violate the facred 
rules of honour. — \\Mi;u ! abufe my fj iend ! 

Pickle. No, blind nie; whatever v;e may 
do, let us not lofe fight of honour, neither. 

Sir HuMiMi. Certainly, certainly. 

MoTHi-RLY. (o.fiiic) Plague take your ho- 
nours. When hufliands lay traj)s of proftitur 
tion for their own wives, no wonder that di- 
vorces fliou'd be fo frequent. 

Enter 
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E?iter Motherly. 



Motherly. Sir, my lady is a little indif- 
pofed, and begs to fee you before you go out. 

Sir Humph. Indifpofed ! Poor foul ! Go, tell 
her, rU wait on her this inftant. 

Motherly. Yes, Sir. Thou monflrous 
hypocrite! (aJiJe.) (Exit.) 

Sir Humph. Let's withdraw ; I fliall foon 
have an audience of Amelia ; Til feel her pulfe, 
and whatever ftate I find them in, I fhali lay 
before you ; when we (hall debate in council, 
the mod efFeAual means to accomplifh (going) 
this moft important event. 

Pickle. Not a moment fhould be idly 
fpent. Now we have begun the attack, let's 
bravely, and artfully, pufli on for conqueft. 



Kmt of the Second Act^ 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. Amelia's Houfe. Prattle, 

Motherly, Toper, and Bribe, &f^. at 
Tea. Girl in waiting. 

Prattle, (making tea) 

HERE, girl, take it to the lady firft, and 
the gentlemen next. I hope, Mrs. Mo* 
therly, the tea is agreeable, not too ftrong. I 
hope, gentlemen, *tis as it ihou'd be. (ftirring 
the. leaves) I fear the water did not boil j the 
leaves don't open i the water did not boil, 
wench. 

BiDDV. Yes, indeed, ma'am^ I faw it fmok^ 
out at the fpout. 

Prattle. Hu(h ! how dare you give your 
tongue fuch liberties in my prefence ? 

BtDDY. La! ma'am! I thought the truth 
was to be fpoken at all times. 

Pr ATTL E . That betrays your ignorance. — 
Pray, Mrs. Motherly, was you at Mrs. Lappet's 
rout laft night ? I hear fhe made a very pretty 
figure. Eight whift, and one commerce table 
— The company was brilliant. I was much mor- 
tified, I was prevented, by a cold, from doing 

rayfclf 
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myfelf the honour of being of the circle. — Your 

tea, I hope— gentlemen 

Moth. Perfeftly agreeable. 

Prattle. Madam, you do me honour — 
gentlemen, I hope— pray make free — I loves 
freedom and liberalities. 

Toper. Monftrous good, Mrs. Prattle. 

Bribe. Delicious : I'll give you credit for 
tea making. — I heard Mrs. Prattle's name more 
than once ; it was mentioned frequently at 
Mrs. Lappet's. — Nay, don't be alarmed — 'twaJ 
with the greateft refpeft, I give you my ho- 
nour, regretting your abfence mod exceedingly. 

Prattle. My dear Mr. Bribe, fo you 
was there ; I longs to hear the particulars. Did 
you take a hand of cards ? — was you fuccefs- 
ful ? — play in good temper ? — ^what was your 
game ? — whift, quadrille, or was it commerce ? 
I likes commerce monftroufly. 

Bribe. O ! whift, ma'am, the game moft in 
cfteem among the polite and well-bred. 

Prattle. Did you play high ? 

Bribe. Guineas, guineas, ma'am. 

Moth. What ! a guinea a game ! 

Bribe. Guineas the game, lurch and rub. 

Moth. Blefs me ! why that's three guineas. 

Bribe. No genteel circles play under: 
there was, I believe, one muff-table, that 
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around him) News of a very extraordinary 
complexion. 

Prattle. O lord! I loves news: what, 
how, and which way was it ? 

Bribe. You muft promife to be fecret ; 'tis 
of a crim-con nature i and a gentleman wou'd 
not wifh to have his name brought in queftion. 
— I was, I confefs, greatly fhocked at the 
rehearfal — I beg your fecrecy. 

Prattle. Upon my honour, I can anfwer 
for my company. 

Bribe. As I obferved before, a gentleman 
in company, whom I had not the honour of 
being acquainted with, faid, without the lead 
referve, that a certain Baronet a6lually was 
fuing for a divorce : — But, at the moment he 
was going to give his name, Mrs. Lappet's 
lady unexpeftedly came home, and threw the 
whole affembly into the utmoft confufion, all 
making the beft of their way out of the houfe. 

Prattle. How mortifying ! — Poor Mrs. 
Lappet ! her lady is fuch a mean, fulpicious 
creature, that we arc never fafe with fuch folks- 
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(knocking at the dcor) O dear ! O dear ! (run- 
ning about) Biddy, take the things away — 
Pray, ladies, go out ; pray, gentlemen, leave the 
houfe : (knocking) my lady is come. What (hall 
I fay ? What fhall I do ? (replacing the fmni- 
tare.) 

Moth. This is the firft time, and Ih all be 
the laft of my gofliping. 

Toper. Off without touching the punch ? 

Bribe. Damn the punch, let's away. 

(Exeunt.} 

Enter Amelia. 

Amelia. What, what in the name of for- 
tune is all this confufion ? (calling) Prattle, 
Prattle, here Biddy. 

Enter Prattle and Biddy, 

Prattle, (frightened) Madam. 

Amelia. How comes my apartment to be 
in this condition ? 

Prattle. Indeed, ma'am — yes, ma'am, only 
a few friends, ma'am, I, I entertained. 

Amelia. I have no objeftion to your en- 
tertaining your friends, provided you confine 
them to your own apartment, 

Biddy, (aftde) O! I am glad of it; 'tis 
a judgment upon her. (Exit Biddy.) 



have, to be fure, an apartment, but *tis none 
of the modernefl. — I thought, ma'am, for your 
credit, to cut a little figure ^ that was all, 
indeed, ma'am. 

Amelia. Cut a figure ! Your mother 
thought it modern enough, and lived happy in 
it for years. 

Prattle. My mother, to be fure, ma'am — 
poor woman, (ht had no tafle for company : 
She was quite old fafhion'd. 

Amelia. O fie ! Prattle. Tread in your 
mother's fteps, and you'll walk in the path of 
prudence. But, this once, I forgive you ; 
and 1 beg that you cut no m.ore figures in my 
apariment j leave me to fupporc my own 
credit. 

Prattle. For my part, I don't know who 
wou'd be a fci-vant. (afide. — Exit.) 

« 
Enter Servant, tiJJjering Sir Humphrey. 

Sir Humph. Amelia, your mod obedient 
— a perfeft rofe of health in full bloom, with- 
out the afTiftance of art. 

Amelia. You are fo bountiful in compli- 
ments. Sir Humphrey, you really put me to 
the blufh. 
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Sm Humph. A fight fo amiable is fcldom 
fccn in our circles. — Nature, pure nature her- 
felf furmounts all art. — ^Evcn Sir Jofhua 
himfelf wou'd be foil'd, to do jufticc to fuch a 
portraits 

Amelia. When youth fuffers herfelf to be 
impos'd on by fantaftical art, Ihe robs herfelf: 
but where age, or irregularities, have tarnifhed 
and injured the natural complexion, fubftitutes 
may be wanting, to impofe on the credulous. 

Sir Humph. Very juft, my fair Amelia. — 
But the misfortune is, when the morning fun 
appears, that faithful luminary expofes the 
fallacy. But you, madam, polTefled of nature's 
liberal bounties in perfeAion, receive luftre from 
his beams ; and in the midil of all his glory, 
we turn our eyes from him, on you I 

Amelia. Upon my honour,. Sir Humphrey, 
you are fo very gallant, that were a young man 
to declare himfelf thus paflionately, I cou'd 
not entertain any opinion of his fincerity. 

Sir Humph. O ! Amelia, your words wound 
me to the heart ; your adorable charms captivate 
my very foul 5 and without Amelia, I can no 
longer exift. 

Amelia. O ! for Ihame, Sir Humphrey ! — 
How can you thus madly run on ? — A married 

H 4 man 
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man to make fuch palTionate, wild, and incon- 
fiftent declarations ! A hulband like you ought 
to blefs the day, that gave you poffcflion of a 
woman fo truly amiable, who facrifices every 
enjoyment, to fecure your happinefs. 

Sir Humph, There was a time I lov*dher, 
and fliou'd have lov'd her ftill- — but her con- 
du(5l.— She's not, what Ihe appears to be, and, 
and thofe little advances I have made you— . 
Ah ! Amelia ! my heart is too full, difhonour 
on one hand, and on the other, love, friendfhip, 
and affedlion, diftradl me, 

Amelia. O Heaven ! Sir, whence proceed 
thole unkind fufpicions ? 

Sir Humph. Not fufpicions alone, my 
dear Amelia; they are not fhadows, but real 
fubftances — my wife is falfe. 

Amelia. It can never be — fcandal is a 
bufy monfter, and too often fuccefsful in it's 
converts. 

Sir Humph. Scandal, I grant you, propagated 
wantonly, is villainous ^ but 'tis not fo with 
refped to Lady Fickle : her guilt is fo very 
confpicuous, that a divorce muft be the imme- 
diate confcqucnce: wlienthat event takes place. 
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Amelia. | am fo fhock'd at your conduft, 
that I am almoft depriv'd of fenfibility : for 
Ih^me ! for (hame ! %ix Humphxey. To be 
candid with you, think not of me: I muft tell 
you, that I am engaged, and to a mari> a fol- 
dier, and a real patriot. His nnodeflt attention 
inclined me to think favourable of him. His 
politenefs, his deteftation of the toi>, aad his 
contempt of coxcombs^ which now abouad in 
this ifland, once fam'd for renowned heroes ; 
his gallant conduft in the field of battle, his 
learning, perfon, and affability : thefe virtuous 
qualifications, united in one and the fame ho* 
fom, have I confefs made fuch a ftrong and 
indelible imprcflion, as is never to be erafcd j 
this heart is his, and it never can be another's. 

Colonel enters undifcovered, 

CoL. The devil ! What! given her heart to 
another ! Piftraftion ! {aftde.) 

Sir HtTMrn. My very foul is on the rack ! 
'tis impofllble I can exift witlioxif you ! O Ame- 
lia ! {embraces her amouroujly.) 

CoL. (enraged) By the juft God^! you (hall 
firft flght for her, {draws his /word) Avaunc ! 
If thou can'ft take pny life, then feaft, till thou 
^n gorged, as I anri, If thou dareft pofTefs, 



mean to deferve a combat. (^Amelia in amaze^ 
merit.) 

Sir Humph. Sir, you tower high in words, 
and wou'd be thought brave. Is this a proof of 
valor, to draw upon a man unarmed ? 

Col. I knew it not. I give thee law, till the 
hour of fix to-morrow, when at the ring thou 
Ihalt find me, pacing out the ground, {goingy 
Amelia holds his coat.) 

Sir Humph. Til meet you at the hour and 
fpot appointed. Her lover, by all that's ho- 
nourable ; 'tis well for thee my fword was not 
at hand, (afide.) (Exit,) 

Amelia. O! Colonel, forbear; why, why 
in this frenzy ? what can have happened to dif- 
turb thy bofom ? 

CoL. (looking on her ftedfajlly^ weep) Thefe 
are tears of flavery ! — Am I that flave ?— Yes, 
and cannot overtqike my liberty, (he Jmiles) 
Ah! Amelia! Amelia! Thou hafi-- 

Amelia. Sufi^er uic to wipe away thofe 
tears, '•"^ ^^^11 me, how came thy eyes afloat ? 

CoL. (breaks from her in a rage) Nature 
has ceas'd to flow ; Tm no longer a flave. Dare 
y<)u aflc me, how came my eyes afloat; ? Exa- 
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mine your own condud j your own heart -, and 
you have your anfwer ; thou bafc, ungenerous 
woman, away, away, (going.) 

Amelia, {laying bol4 of bim) Thou fhalt 
not go; rU not lofc fight of thee, (ftrug^ 
gling) ril know the reafon of thy conduct. 

(Epieunt^) 



SCENE II. Scene in Lady Bell Clipper's 

Hou/e. 



Enter Lady Bell and Mrs. Meanly. 

L.ADY Bell. I am aftonifhed. Lady Fickle 
wou'd have been one of the laft ia the world 
I fhou'd have fufpedted of infidelity to her 
hufband. 

^.Mrs. Meanly. You fee how neceflary it 
is^ to deliberate well before we form an inti- 
macy. 

Lady Bell. 'Tis difficult indeed to dif- 
tinguilh the innocent from the guilty. — Is the 

fpark 






covered in her ladyfhip's coach, on her return 
from the Opera. 

Lady Bell. Wicked, audacious woman, to 
be fo public : that's terrible. 

Mrs. Meanly. Very true : had fhe been 

more private, her friends We might have 

glofs'd it over a little. 

Lady Bell. She muft of courfe expedl a 
difcovery ; I think 'tis putting quality on a 
level with the vulgar : but I have difcover'd 
foine traces in her conduct, that led fairly to 
diflionour. 

Mrs. Meanly. As we have entered thus 
largely upon the fubjeft, and mutually have her 
intereft and reputation at heart, I have dif. 
covered, as well as your ladylhip, a fomething 
in her conduft not altogether prudent, which 
I communicated to Mr. Meanly : he readily 
acquiefced, and exprefled the deepeft cpnccrn 
for his friend. Sir Humphrey. 

• • 

Eutcr Pickle and Mr. Meanly. 

PicKF.:^. So, fo, in deep confab ; if I 
jnay be allowed to be a juelge in phyfiognomy, 
iVom your gravity, I take politics to be the 

topic. 
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topic, or fomcthing elTe as good — a littk 
icandah 

Lady Bell. If you can difplay, Sir, no 
greater difcernment, I recommend you filence* 

Pickle. Pardon me, my lady, my fpirits run 
high; Sir Humphrey's Burgundy never fails; n^ 
better medicine for the fpirits : and now they're 
up, I'll tell you fome very extraordinary news. 

Lady Bell. News! you excite my curi- 
ofity ! I defire your fpirits may not ceafe to 
flow, till it is out. 

Pickle. I'm never fo happy, as when 'tis 
in my power to obey your ladyfliip's orders. 

Lady Bell. Then, Sir, I command 3 I'm 
all impatience. 

Pickle. I obey. What think you of a 
divorce, and in a family, that you are not a little 
interefted in ? — Poor Sir Humphrey is-^— — 'tis 
quite a done thing, vifible proofs, the cleared 
evidence. 

Lady Bell. This your great news ! Why 
'tis all over the town. This is the chaftc, and 
moft virtuous lady of the age: I have long fuf* 
peeked her inconftancy. 

Mrs. Meanly. And fo have I : O fie 
upon her 1 

Mr. Mbanly. I cou'd recapitulate a thou-- 

fand 



it is, he is determined to lofe no time, 
and is now very clandeftinely paying his ad- 
drefles to Amelia. Colonel Forefight breaking 
abruptly upon them, while they were fettling 
the preliminaries, was ftung with a fit of jea- 
loufy, which threw him into the moft violent 
rage ; this produced a challenge, which was 
accepted, and agreed on. 

Lady Bell. Colonel Forefight jealous of 
Amelia ! She cou*d never be bafe enough to 
encourage bis addrcflcs : nor can I think the 
Colonel that bafe man, to ofFer them. 

Mr. Meanly. Upon my honour, you may 
rely on it to be a faft. 

Lady Bell. Ungrateful monfter ! Amelia 
too, for encouraging his embraces. Til expofe 
ilic little wanton, Tm determined. 

Pickle. I never underftood that the laws 
of fafliion excluded a married man from a little 
coiTimcrciul intercourfc with young ladies. 
Your notions, Lady Bell, are out of all prac- 
tice. 

Lady Bell. Don't miftake me, Sir, I don't 
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but the Colonel for engaging a fecond^ before 
he has difcharged his duty .to the firft. Who 
was it that pufh'd on for his promotion in the 
army ? That injured perfon lays a prior claim 
to that little wanton^ audacious, tricking piece 
of deceit. I execrate every woman, that afts 
fo felfifli and diftionourable a part. 

Mrs. Meanly. A woman. of candour, dif- 
fidence, and modefty. Lady Bell, has but little 
chance of carrying a point, when men coun- 
tenance difhonour. 

Ladv Bell. I feel but too fenfiblc the 
force of your obfervation ; a modeft diffidence 
has ever been one of my greatefl. failings. 

Pickle. The very firft I have heard of all 
this. Accidents produce wonders ! 

Enter Servant to Lady Bell. 

Servant. Lady Fickle defires her compli- 
ments to your ladyfhip, and begs the favour to 
fee you immediately,- fhe has fent her coach, 
which is now in waiting at the door. 

Lady Bell. My compliments, and Til 
wait on her. (Exit Servant) Poor foul ! I per- 
ceive, (he wants to confult her friend, concern- 
ing this fcandalous report : I really wilh 



it may prove falfe : you'll pardon my leaving 
you thus abruptly. Will you give me leave to 
fet you down ? 

Mrs. Meanly. Your ladyfhip is very 
polite : our coach is ordered here. (Lady Bell 
going.) 

Pickle. Wou*d your ladyfhip do me the 
honour to fet me down at Brooks's ? 

Lady Bell. With pleafurc, Sir; my dear 
Mrs. Meanly, your fervant, adieu. (Exeunt 
Lady Bell and Pickle,) 

Mr. Meanly. The ambitious old frump 
has not yet refigned the thoughts of a hufband, 
and, woman like, never thinks herfclf too old, 
but ftill retains an appetite for the Colonel : fhe 
gave him a commiffion in the army, that he, in 
return, fliou'd give her a hufband, and that in 
his own perfon. 

Mrs. Meanly. You are fevere on the fex. 

Mr. Meanly. For obvious reafons, poor, 

old- — 

Mrs. MfeANLY. I fee you are willing to 

convince me, your temper has undergone no 

confiderable reform, fince laft we parted-— 4iow- 

cver you may ridicule, and entertain yourftlf, 

Sir, at the expence of our fex, they find ways 
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Mr, Meanly. I undcrftand your drift, 
ma'am, and, and, I undcrftand you, ma'am— 
and your making a merit of guilt, Mrs. Meanly, 
enhances the crime. 

Mrs, Meanly, You feem picqued, Sir: — 
Whatever crime I may have been guilty of — 
Confult your own heart, 

Mr, Meanly, I have, madam, and, and 
find you a guilty, bafe woman — yes, ma'am, 
I pronounce you guilty. 

Mrs. Meanly. Ungenerous man ! — thus to 
upbraid me ! Did you not make the firft over- 
tures to me, when a prifoner in the King's- 
Bench ? Did you not on your knees, in broken 
accents, importune me to refign my honour 
to Sir Humphrey, to obtain a fum to procure 
your enlargement ? Did I not as often remon- 
ftrate, and refift the temptation — 'till you over- 
power'd me, with arts unparalleled, to be the 
abjedk wretch I am ? 

Mr, Meanly. You would not have dared 
thus infolently to have run on at your own 
houfe. 

Mrs. Meanly. I have here dared, and tell 
thee, thou art a wretch ! a villain ! to fubfift on 
the difhonourable wages of a wife's iniquity — 
ril be no longer the wretch I have been — I 
have proftituted my honour, to get thee a fub- 



Mr. Meanly. Hufh ! hufti ! no more, have 
done, your heac will cxpofe 

Enter Servant. 

Servant. Your carriage is ready. 

(Exit Servant.) 
Mr. Meanly. I thank you. (going off,) 
Mrs. Meanly, (follows) A difcovery Ihall 
be my revenge, if my life pay the chance. 

(Exeunt.) 



End of the Third Act. 
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IV. 



SCENE I. 



Sir HuMPiMiBY^/i?/ax. ^ 

NEVER, fure, had man fuch difficulties 
to encounter with, and fuch obftacles tb 
furmount — a Colonel to run through the body 
—a wife to divorce, and a maid to feduce. 
I muft be refolute : firmnefs and refolution 
conftitutes die man — I have a great deal to 
rifle : — Yet, I cannot think Lady Fickle incon- 
ftant— but I'm cloy'd : I can no more cxift 
without variety, than a minifter without a 
majority. O ! here comes my dear comfort, 
full of complaints, no doubt s but I am pre- 
pared. 

En/er L,ADY ^icklx. 

Lady Pick. O Sir Humphrey ! Sir Hum- 
phrey ! the more I fearch into this difgrace, the 
more I find myfelf bewildered -, my diftrefs-r- 
I can never furvive it. 

I 2 Sir 



Sir Humph. Spurn the world i laugh at 
it, defpife it : confcious innocence is ever 
fecure from the impetuous torrent of defa- 
mation. People of faftiion, child, have ever 
been lawful game for cenfure. W^ of the 
beau'^monde are always paragraphed in newf- 
papers, fatyriz'd on the ftage, the fubjeft of 
coffee- houfe loungers and Reclaimers ^ tap-houfe 
orators J caricature-JcratcheSy tluA gofftping matrons i 
we cannot be below the notice of this bufy 
groups without wearing the features of the very 
vulgar. 

Lady Pick. I fee. Sir Humphrey, your 
goodnefs is willing to encourage me i but, I fear, 
my friends will look cool on me. 

Sir Humph. You'll be more carefs'd than 
ever, child. Don't you fee the firft circles in 
town embellifh'd with ladies that have been di- 
vorced i and others of a different caft, that have 
granted thcmfelvcs fome faftiionable indulgen- 
cies. There's my Lady Wilhfor't, Lady Betty 
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Welcomcall, and the Dutchefs of Freeport — 
with fcvcral others I cou'd mention, who, really, 
enter the lifts of the firft affemblics in town ; 
notwithftanding their hufbands are cruel enough 
to fufpend a divorce. 

Lady. Fick. Tho* they are countenanced, 
and admir'd in public ; the more retired and 
well-difpofed muft in their hearts defpife them. 

Sir Humph. My dear Lady Fickle, when 
people are courted and admired in public, the 
great objeft is obtained. Private circles are 
below the obfervations of the beau-tnonde — 
Upon my honour — I muft acknowledge, upon 
the whole, I rather approve than condemn this 
report — It carries with it an air of popularity i 
we (hall be more known— and I'm pcrfuaded^ 
more cards of invitation will arrive, than even 
(looking at bis watch) Ha ! my time is expired. 
Lady Fickle, I have an appointment, fome bu- 

fmefs. Adieu, my dear, bamifti melancholy! 

Adieu, chiW. I'm now convinc'd fhe's igno^ 
rant of my defign. (afide) (Exit.) 

Lady Fick. That fortune had ever doomed 
mc to be a woman of faftiion — that my parent 
had earned his morfel by the honeft flail : I 
fliou'd then have purfued fome humble occu- 
pation, and enjoyed that happinefs, the faftiion- 
able world arc ftrangers to. 

I 3 Enter 



Enter Lady Bell. 

Lady BeLl. My dear Lady Fickle, how 
do you do j from the nature of your fummons> 
1 conjeftured fomething had happened. 

Lady Fick. Your conje6tures were not 
without foundation ; fomething has happened, 
that never can be erafed from my memory. 
Be candid, my dear Lady Bell ; have you not 
heard this ftrange, uncharitable report — my in- 
conftancy to my hurt:)and ? 

Lady Bell. You aftonifh me ! — I, I am 
petrified ! — Upon my honour, I never before 
heard a monofyllable on the fubjedl. Pray, 
my dear Lady Fickle, keep me not a moment 
in fufpenfe — I languifh to know the particulars. 

Lady Fick. 'Tis very ftrange — however, 
your not hearing the report affords me fome 
relief, perhaps *tis not fo current, as I was 
taught to believe, O ! Lady Bell, my re- 
putation to be thu^ aflafllnated ! — It deftroys my 
peace. 

Lady Bell. Was I in the fame predica- 
ment, I fhou'd not bcftow a moment's concern 
upon it. Confcious innocence is ever a fhield 
againft the keeneft ftiafts of calumny : — But 
where guilt — opprobrious guilt inhabits, 'tis 
not riches can take out the fting, fupport the 
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[piritBy or relieve the mind : the breaft heaves 
with continual tortures ; and the countenance 
betrays internal conviction. 

Lady FicK. Vtn innocent^ heaven knows 
iriyheaK^ 

L.ADY Bell. There's no perfon of candour, 
or a tiberal way of thinking, wou'd countenance 
a report, in it*s nature fo barbarous. I credit 
no reporti till I have proof pofitive. Has 
yotir ladyftiip heard the affair of — I'm almoft 
afraid to mention itj though my authority is 
pretty well founded — 'tis a ftrange affair — and 
how to tell you, puzzles me ; — yet as your friend, 
it wou'd amount to a crime to be filent. 

Lady Fick. I can never be more miferable, 
let it be what it will j I befeech you proceed. 

Lady Bell. Was it conveyed through 
another channel to your ladyfhip, probably the 
account might be exaggerated — a tale never 
diminifhes by carriage ; But, for my part, I 
wou'd fooner contraft than expand, when repu- 
tation is called in queftion. 

Lady Fick. (difcovers anxiety) In the name 
of angels ! unfold the myftery. 

Lady Bell. 'Tis my intention — but, on your 
honour, give not up the author. . 

Lady Fick. Madam, I will not. 

I 4 Lady 



Sir Humphrey to have been inconftant. 

Lady FiCK. Inconftant! 

Lady Bell. Nay, my Lady, I have no 
other intereft than yours — yes, inconftant !— He 
has flown from the amiable arms of virtue, 
from your arms, and has taken refuge in the 
lewd bofom of vice. 

Lady Fic k . My heart bleeds ! — O ! ye juft 
powers ! What is it I have done, to be thus 
tortured ? I pray you be brief, and proceed to 
an explanation. 

Lady Bell. Now, my dear friend, I have 
in part prepared you for the Ihock — Sir Hum- 
phrey is within a few hours, perhaps, of his 
dilTohition. A duel is approaching — he ac- 
cepted the challenge. 

Lady Fick. A duel! — My huft^and ! — 
Who's the villain that feeks his life ? Til go, 
and pierce him to the heart — where, where can I 
find the monfter ? 

Lady Bell. My dear creature, be cajm. 
They tell me he is to blame, in conjunc- 
tion with the wretch, that countenanced his 
embraces. 

Lady FiCK. His embraces! Do I know 



Lady Fick. AfpeU^*! 

LiAOY Bell. Amelia. Colonel Forcfight 
having made fome overtures to her, on the 
fcore of love ; and, on entering the apart- 
ment, to his aftonifhment, faw the little 
minx, languilhing in the arms of Sir Hum- 
phrey. 

Lady Fick. Not criminal ? 

Lady Bell. He was urged the queftionj 
but (hook his head, and waved the anfwer. 

Lady Fick. His filence on the queftion 
points at guilt;. — My hu/band falfe to my bed ! 

and with the chafte Amelia ! It cannot be 

— ^you muft be mifinformed. Lady Bell, it 
nouft be falfe ! 

Lady Bell, (angrily) Madam, you ijl 
requite my friendjhip — 'twas that prompted 

me to the difcovcry — -and, and, here you tell 
me to my face 1 lie. (Exit baftily.) 

Lady Fick. (following^ but flops) Lady 
Bell, was it not natural for me to di/believe 
fuch a report ? I do difbclieve it, and cannot 
think it true. I begin to fufpeft her friend- 
(hip ; 'tis of a nature too brittle to be genuine ; 
a compofition of cobwebs, falling to pieces by 
even a touch. Well, well, chaos is now opened 
before me — I (hall fathom it, if I can — fcledbafcw 

friends 
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friends together, (if -friendj^ip may be fouiid) 
and abide by the voice of counfel. ^£xrV J 



. t.' 



Pi 



^•r«Mr*»«» ' 



SCENE IL 



Enter Amelia ^/^/^ Prattle. 

Amelia, That I Ihould be that fimpleton^ 
to leave the country ; to refign my native air for 
this peftilential — how idle a thing is curiofity, 
and how foolifti to indulge it ! — 'Twas not my 
Own choice neither, that brought me to town ; 
but the voice of friends, if 1 may call them 
fo. Had I been as firm to my own opinion, as 
I have been attentive to my advifers, I fhou'd 
have efcaped what I now feel. Well, Til re- 
turn to the country You'll get my cloaths 



put up. Prattle — and- 

Prattle. To the country ! Lord, ma*am ! 
As for the Colonel, ma'am, Tm fure, if I had 
a lover that gave himfelf fuch unneceflary 
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confcienccy but he (hbu'd— But, to be furc, 
one's honour. 

Amelia. Jealoufy proceeds from love. 
Prattle, and is the greateft proof of a lover's a^ 
fedion: Yet, I mud acknowledge it to be « 
weaknefs in either fex j tho' more to be pitied, 
than cenfured. 

Prattle. To be fure, nia*an>, love is a 
very odd fort of a thing : — It is all full of eyes, 
and as many ears ; fees and hears ev^ry dimg, 
and more than every thing: very watchful, mft 
fo charitable as fufpicious. — Like a mifer, al- 
ways in fear of being robbed; is therefore 
never out of danger, till the parfbn gives his 
fanftion. 

Amelia. You define the paflion fo welL 
Prattle, that I am inclined to think, that you 
have felt it's efFefts very fenfibly. 

Prattle. Feel, ma'am! — I have, indeed, 
felt fo much of it-^not fo fenfibly neither -, for 
I am fure for a week I had no fenfe at aU. 
O dear ! ma'ani, I thinks I hear the Colonel's 
voice. 

Amelia. The Coldnel I 

Prattle. 'Tis indeed, ma'am: I, I, hope 
he'll afk your pardon, and prevent your going 
into the country. 



Amelia. It is the Colonel, I'll withdraw, 
I, I feel, I know not how I feel. 

Prattle. Juft as I did when in love, and 
quarrelled with my fweet-heart; my heart 
went pit-a-pat, and flutter, flutter, flutter; quite 
in a cold fweat, fearful he wou'd not make it 
up with me. 

Amelia. Hold your tongue, prate-apace. 

Prattle. Lord ! ma'am. — O ! here he 
comes. (Exeunt hajiily.) 

Enter Colonel, /olus. 

CoL. Time wears out apace ; and I'm 
arriv'd, perhaps, within a few hours of that 
country, we know not where it lies. — It has 
neither longitude nor latitude to direft our 
courfe ; ftill we endeavour at a difcovery ; and, 
if ourcondufthere hath been well, 'twill be well 
for us there : if otherwife, there will be a for- 
rowful difl:in6lion. I have, for years, combated 
and defeated the enemies of my country, more 
than once, and my heart never failed me ; nor 
was my foul ever repugnant : — But now my 
whole frame trembles. — There is a fomething 
not altogether juftifiable in duelling. — The 
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turbed — perhaps to take its flight* (Re-enter 
Amelia — -ft arts on Jeeing her — attempts, in vain to 
/peak to her.) 

Amelia. What, Sir ! come you to mock 
me in dumb (hew ? Your condufb is unmanly. 

Col. Hear me, Amelia; I came not to 
mock you in any fhew, fhape, or form ; but 
to intreat you ; my ungenerous fufpicions and 
unrelenting perverfenefs 

Amelia. I have heard and feen too much — 
You have difturb'd my peao?, more fool Ij 
but I'm determined 

Col. 'Twas the effeft of a tortured breaft, 
that rather claims your pity than reftntment. — 
Could I, agreeable to my profeflions of loving 
but you alone, fee you unmov'd ia the arms of 
another ? Could I, in fuch a fituation, be fuf- 
ficiently cool and difpaflionate to difcriminate 
between the involuntary emotions of your breaft^ 
and the daring infult of an avowed libertine ? 
Could I 

Amelia, (interrupting him in the fame tone 
of voice) Suppofc there was faith in womankind. 

Col. Left to myielf, my deareft Amelia,. 
I had not failed to do you ample juftice* But 
reflexion was go^e — ^you glifte»'d in my eye, 
as a fallen cherub i and my too quick imagin- 
atioA reprefenting to me at the fame inftant. 



both what you was, and what to my then clouded 
fenfes you feemed to be, depriv'd me of the 
diftinguilhing faculty of reafon, that, like the 
demoniac, I could no longer be deem'd ac- 
countable for the wild efFedts of a diftemper'd 
brain. 

Amelia. Oh! my poor heart! whither 
would you lead me ? (afide) Diftemper'd in- 
deed ! You fpurn*d me, ill-treated me, refufed 
me a hearing, the only means left of juftificationi 
which, as now, I did not then difdain. Could 
love fuggeft extravagance like this^ dclufive 
love, that gloffes o'er our crimes, palliates de- 
fefts, and changes vice into virtue ? Away with 
thefe fond excufes ! — they argue nothing. 

Col. Diftradlion ! the meafure of refent- 
mcnt will e'er keep pace with the injury fup- 
pos'd : and love — extreme, if thwarted, rages 
into furious jealoufy. Had I glowed with 
cool indifference only, you might well have 
fufpefted my love, my truth, and boafted 
honour. 

Amelia. Very well. Sir; thus by traducing 
a miftrefs, we (hew our love; and by ralhly en- 
gaging in a duel, prove beyond a doubt, that 
truth and honour, which had elfe lain dormant. 
Excufe me. Sir, if I intrude too far — But ftie, 
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'^ftui(^pcnt| is hourly in danger of becoming a 
fubjcdt for public converfation, may well be 
indulged a little uneafinefs on fo trying an oc- 
cafion. May I prefume your affair with Si;i^ 
Humphrey will yet admit of an accommodation? 
(Om Jeeing tbi Cehml concerned, Jbe continues) 
None I hope will dare impute my intcrefting 
myfelf in this affair, to other motives, than the 
pleafures of a fpotlefs name, and unblemifh'd 
character. On your part. Sir, if the laws of 
honour and probity have ceas'd to have their 
due weight with you, yet the danger to which 
you expofe your life, and the eafy affluence of 
an independent fortune, are, I fhould think, ob* 
jeds worthy your prefent confiderations. 

Col. Unwittingly perhaps you probe me to 
the quick. I came not here to enter into a 
difcuflion of this nature ; the only purport of 
my foul was, to have apologized for my too 
hafty furmifes in your disfavour, and obtain for- 
givenefs. Can my Amelia refufe me this con- 
folation ? Can fhe, for whom alone I wifli to 
live i for whom alpne, the joys of life, the in- 
fluence of fortune, the flattering promifcs of 
hope, and every other endearment of the foul, 
can boaft its charms ! Can flie refufe me a boon 
like this ? Speak, my Amelia ! Adminifter com- 
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fort to my foul ! Say, but I'm pardon'd, and lee 
chance difpofe the reft. 

Amelia. Suppofe it as you wilh, ftill I muft 
infift on my former queftion : — Say yes, of no ; 
what am I to fear ? 

Col. As matters ftand at prefent, I cannot 
fay. But reft affured, as far as in me lies, no 
means confiftent with the character of a gentle- 
man, and a foldier, (hall be left untried to bring 
about the reconciliation, you fo much wifti for ; 
as well on your account — as that I cannot 
but entertain fome fcruples, with regard to the 
reftitude of duelling in any cafe, that is not 
deem'd immediate felf defence. My life 
and fortune are both at ftake. As to the 
former, long inur'd to danger, unaccuftomed 
to pry too curioufly into the efFefts of chance, 
I am little folicitous as to the confequences, 
could I be aflur'd of the legality of the means ; 
and as to the latter, (looking tenderly on her J I 
have taken fuch meafures, as muft enfure mc 
its full enjoyment, even tho' life fliould be no 
more. (Jeeming too much mov'dy he looks at his 
watch^ andhaftens off) IVe out ftaid an appoint- 
ment. — All happinefs attend you, till next we 
meet. (Exit.) 
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Amelia^ aloncy and irrefolute. 

Amelia. What can all this mean ?— <' Secure 
him its full enjoyment, even tho' life fhould be 
no morel" — Good heavens I Was ever fa much 
love and honour thrown away on fuch a 
fiubbom, froward heart as mine ! What 
franknefs! What ipirit and condefcenfion ! 
What delicacy of fcntimcnt! And Ihall I, 
knowing) as I do, the afcendant I have over 
him, fuffer a man like this to expofe a life (b 
neceflary to my quiet, to the frivolous pun6lilios 
of a falfe honour ? Away with this meaneft of 
pride ! this fcnipulous attention to the minu- 
tiae of form ! this ceafelefs dread of humilia- 
tion ! If prayers, entreaties, and the mediation 
of friends Ihould fail me, he, who would 
pierce his heart, Ihal) make hie. way thro' mine. 

(Exit.) 

Enter Prattle and Bribe. 

Prattle.. Upon my honour, Mr. Bribe, 
you do me great honour i I (hall look upon this 
vifit extremely kindj you lay me under the 
mightieft of obligations. Will you do ipe the 
favour to drink a glafs of wine ? 

Bribe. -Your politenefs operates moft for- 
cibly on my fpirits. But *pon honour, your 

K reputation 



ftiort, every body fpeaks in raptures and ad- 
miration of Mrs. Prattle. 

PRi^TTLE. I always, to be fure, makes a 
point to keep up the dignity of the family I 
lives in. Wou'd you take a more folid refrelh- 
ment ? — Have you lunch'd, Mr. Bribe ? 

Bribe. Lunch'd ! O dear! Permit me, my 
dear Mrs. Prattle, to refrefti my fponge, upon 
the honey dew that clings to your ravilhing 
pouters. O ! Mrs. Prattle, this fhall be my 
lunch, (kijfes) 

Prattle. Lord ! Mr. Bribe, only think 
of you : fuppole now — now fuppofe Mrs. 
Flounce had been in a corner. 

Bribe. Egad, Ihe's ftruckwith my figure. 
{aftde) I know Mrs. Flounce. 

Prattle. I fancy you do. 

Bribe. Ton honour, nothing further; a 
fuperficial, a flight acquaintance with the girl. 
Bur, but was I to choofe to live and die happy 
— Oh ! Mrs. Prattle, I cou'd tell you fome- 
thing, that wou'd furprife you. (Jlruts ahout.) 

Prattle. 'Tis me I'm fure he means, his 
kifs was fo ravifliing. (aftde) I, I am mon- 
ftrous curious : pray, Mr. Bribe, furprife me 3 I 



Bjiibe. Why then, I ^^d myfelf difpofed to 
take a wife, aad have fuch an opinion of your 
good judgment*^Will you now, my dear Mrs. 
Prattle, fix for me : 'pen honour, I fhall abide 
by your choice, (hiking at bis watch) Ahah ! 
my tim^ is expir'dr-^ome ' money mattefS.->«< 
Will you indulge me f — May I hope for the ho- 
nour of ao audience of you this evening f-r^And 
I fhall pour out my foul into your enchanting 
bofom. 

Prattle. Dear me, Mr. Bribe^ you have 
fuch edification. But will you give me a call 
to night ? 

Bribe. Unlefs death interferes ; there's no- 
thing clfe under the ftarry canopy, that can prevent 
me. When does your lady retire to her pillow ? 

Prattle. Always by eleven o'clock. But 
I feldom goes to bed before two. I reads all the 
new novelties that comes out. 

Bribe. Is your room near your lady's?— 
She'll not be diflurbed. 

Prattle. Diflurbed ! Lord love you, not 
if you was to drive a coach and fix in it. She 
lays on one fide of the flair-cafe, and I on. the 
other, and the fervants in the garrets. Did you 
never fee our houfe, Mr. Bribe ? I afTurc you 
'tis a palace in minator. There be bufticees in 
inarblcj and brunjifees in copper, and things 

K a done 
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tafte. — I follow you, Mrs. 
good hit this ! I Ihall make 
port the premifes according! 



End of the Four 
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SCENE I. Enti^r l^ADY FiCKLB frigl 

Lady Fickle, 

POOR Motherly, Ihe had gathered f 
inteUigence, and wou'd have comm 
cated — but — 

Enter Mrs. Seymour and Kuelia. 

Lady Fick.. (continues) O ! my friends ! 
fooner I get over one diftrefs, but another 
lows, 

Mrs. Seym. You alarm me! What 
have happen'd fince I laft faw you ? 

Lady Fick. Poor Motherly came tr 
bling to me, and, in broken accents, exclain 
" O ! madam, madam, I'm almoft deac 
grief; you and your friend are ruined, 
undone for ever. How wicked are men !— i 
poor Amelia !" As fhe uttered thefe words, 
fell proftratc to the ground fpeechlefs, ar 
apprehend lies in great danger. 



Mrs. Seym. Poor woman I — ^What cou*d 
be the purport of her friendly exclamation ? 

Amelia. I fully comprehend her meaning. 
There's a fer]>ent fomcwherc lurking behind 
iinfeen, whofe fecret influence, and purpofe, 
has mark'd out a path that leads to deftruffcion. 
—My name being mentioned fo tenderly — 

Enter Sekvaut with ^ Leiier to Lady Fickle. 

Lady Fick. Who is it from ? 

Servant. I know not, madam^ but the 
lady waits your anfwer in a chair ^t the door. 

Lady Fick. Hold, (reading the letter to 
herjelfy greatly agitated) My compliments to the 
lady, and I fhould be glad to fee her. ^ (Exit 
Servant) This is a moft fingular epiftle indeed ; 
I have not fpirits to read out : {pves it Amelia) 
I mull entreat you to perform that office. 

« 

Amelia reads. 
** Madam, 

<' Suffer me an audience of Rye minutes, 
^* when I fhall communicate (bme bufinefs to 
•* you, of the utmoft importance, tho* of the 
blacked hue. My name I muft beg to con- 
ceal i you know my perfon, which, to prevent 
difcovery, I beg to be admitted in a veil, 
^ Ihou'd you be inclined to fee me. 

«' I am, your Ladylhip*s fincerc Friend.*' 

Amelia. 
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Amelia. I know not whjtt to make of it: 
I'm really thunderftruck«^ By all means fee 
hen-«*0, 1 believe^ here (he comes. 

Enter Mrs. Msanly^ in a veii. 

Mrs. Meanly. I come here^ ladies^ not the 
mouth-piece of falfehood^ but the herald of 
truth, and this difguife is my proteAion, and 
your fccurity. The bufinefs that brought me 
hither is of no fmall importance. — ^Yet the cha- 
ra<5i«r of an informer, I'm aware, is not th^ mod 
honourable ; but where it tends to defeat a fcen; 
of villainy, it may palliate the difgrace. 

Lady Fick, O Heaven ! what can fh^ 
mean ? (ajide) I entreat an explanation — good 
madam, proceed. 

Mrs. Msahly. Your ruin. Lady Fickle, aye, 
and Amelia's too, is not only formed in embryo, 
but far advanced in its pregnancy. It has been 
buzz*d about, that you were inconftant to your 
hufband i lb lays report j but this report ori- 
ginated in Sir Humphrey. 

Lady Fick. In Sir Humphrey ! 

Mrs. MsAiftY. In Sir Humphrey, and in- 
duftriouQy propagated by Mr. Meanly, Mr. 
pickle, and their infernal agents. 

Lady Fick. To what end or purpofe ? . 

K 4 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Meanly. The moft wicked : firft to 
blaft your reputation by the circulation of fcan- 
dal, the better to ftrengthen his diabolical de- 
fign to procure a divorce. 

Lady Fick. A divorce ! where there is nei- 
ther guilt> proof, nor evidence! 

Mrs. Meanly. 'Tis already procured. 

Lady Fick. Perfidious monfters ! 



Enter Mr. Seymour. 

Mr. Seym. I fear, ladies, that my vifit is 
unfeafonable ^ you are upon bufinefs. 

Amelia. That wears a moft difmal com- 
plexion. 

Mr. Seym. It muft be the bufinefs alone 
that wears it. For no countenance here, how- 
ever nubilated, deferves the appellation. 

Lady Fick. Women have art to conceal. 

Mr. Seym. And fo have men. 

Lady Fick. I'm convinced. 

Mr. Seym, (di/covers Mrs. Meanly in a veil.) 
What! a lady in a veil ! What, what can this 
mean ? 

Mrs. Seym. It is an honeft veil. — That 
lady, Mr. Seymour, tho' unknown, has afted a 
part highly commendable, by revealing a plot 
of the vileft tendency to the characters and 

welfare 
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welfare . of two virtuous women, who arc now 
on their guard againft the execution of fuch 
diabolical deligns* 

Mr. Seym. Faith, there are too many, 
even of high rank, who wantonly lay fnares to 
entrap the innocent and unwary* 

Lady Fick. That lady. Sir, from her ge- 
nerous condud, merits inexpreilible thanks for 
her laudable promulgation. I entreat you, 
madam, to refume the horrid tale, that brougat 
you here. 

Mits« Meanly. I'll take another oppor- 
tunity. 

Lady Fick. There are none here butfriendsj 
and you are of the fmall number. 

Mrs. Meanly. That confideration urges 
me on. This night Mr. Meanly is appointed 
to vifit you, when in bed. 

Lady Fick. What to murder me ! " 

Mrs. Meanly. Murder is a virtue to it. 
This night Mr. Meanly is to vifit you, when in 
your bed, to counterfeit your hufband's voices 
and when within the curtain, Mr. Pickle is to 
enter your apartment, and be an evidence, who 
will fwear point blank to your criminality. 
When this is effefted. Sir Humphrey will 
ground his plea, and fue for » divorce* 

• Lady 



Mr. Seym. On my confcicnce, I think it too 
much. 

Mrs. Meanly. As the plan ftood in its ori- 
ginal (late — as foon as the divorce Ihould have 
taken place, Sir Humphrey purpofed to pay his 
court to Amelia : but, it now appears, from the 
nature of the duel, that he had made fome ad- 
vances already on that fcore; but was feverely 
rcpulfed by Amelia. This difappointment has 
charg*d him with revenge; this night, he 
is fully determined to avail himfelf of the pof- 
feflion of Amelia's houfe, and, at the hazard of 
his life, will offer violence to her honour, (going) 
I wou'd unveil, but my life depends on this 
covering. Let me once more caution you, be 
on your guard — Fare you well. (Exit.) 

All the Ladies. Thank you, madam. — Who 
can fhe be ? 

Amelia. Is it polTibie that human nature 
can be fo deformed ? I was inclined to difcredit 
the detail ; but that part refpedling myfelf, I 
know to be a fadt. 

Lady Ficic. It confirms too what Motherly 
wou'd have faid, had her ftrength not fail'd 
her. — Vvci not a woman, if I do not pierce him 
to the heart. 

Mr. 
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Mr. S£TM. Arm yourfclf with patient 
fortitude — take no hafty ftepr— your Ladylhip 
is now among your friends — hear calmly their 
counfcL Although the fchcme be well con-^ 
ccrted, and in its nature Ihocking, 'tis not 
perpetrated, nor ever (hd}l. Sir Humphrey 
is led on, from one pleafurc to another, 
fo rapidly, that he allows himfelf no time for 
reflection j but madly runs headlong to deftruc- 
tion. But when the reflefting mirror is held to 
his face, he there may difcover his defefts: 
fhock'd at the deformity of his own image, and 
execrating his paft conduft, he mud return to 
the duty of a hufband, and allow virtue her juft 
reward. 

Lady Fick. Virtue can never make the leaft 
impreflion on fo foul a heart. 

Mr. Seym. He once hadanhoneftheartanda 
noble foul, and may be yet recovered. He, like 
many more young men of fortune, is not with- 
out his flatterers^ hangers-oriy toad-eaters ; the 
moft infernal reptiles that can be let loofe on 
unexperienced youth. 

Amelia. The creatures you have defcribed, 
I believe, are very numerous, and, from their 
dependant (ituations, encourage, rather thaa 
curb and ridicule their patron's follies. But 
I think it an impeachment of any man's under- 

ftanding. 



Lady Fick. Tho' his condu6l has been, and 
is fo wickedly bent on mifchief i I Ihou'd be 
miferable, Ihou'd any accident befal him. 

Mr. Seym. Leave the bufinefs to my manage- 
ment, (looks off) I thought I heard a voice 
that way. — With your leave, we'll retire — This 
is an intricate affair, that calls for ferious con- 
fultation — to preferve your innocence and 
his honour i and, if pofTible, apply a drag 
chain to prevent the pernicious cuftom of 
duelling. (g^^^g*) 

Lady Fick. Your friendly advice (hall be 
obeyed. (Exeunt.) 

Enter Sir Humphrey, Pickle, ^?;/^ Meanly. 

Sir Humph. There's nothing now, my brave 
fellows, can bar the way i the friendly Cham- 
paign has armed me with that refolution, that 
both duel and ravifhment appear to me as 
this, (fnap bis fingers*) 

Pickle. Honeft Champaign ! it never fails. 
—•It arms us with refolution. 

Meanly. It ftcels the heart, makes firm 

the 
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the arm, and dcafen$ the estr againft the virgin's 
plaint. 

Sir Humph. No whinings, nor fobbings, 
fhall difarm my purpofe. — Amelia, I'll poffefs 
thee, tho' hemp bear the weight, (pointing to 
bis neck) Then viftorious from thy embraces — 
have at the thing, thy lover, for another conqueft. 

Meanly. Before we enter upon the fcene 
of aftion, it may not be improper, in cafe of 
accident, that you fettle your affairs i and 
give to Pickle and myfclf a Bond, that 
may enable us to difcharge all our debts. 
(to Pickle) Shou'd a ball let daylight through 
his head, we may in vain feek fuch another 
milky cub. (afide) 

Pickle. Juftly obferved. Meanly : (afide) 
an accident may happen. 

Sir Humph. Your requeft is granted; come 
along, you jolly dogs, (going) get the inftru- 
ment drawn up, and Til execute. 

Meanly. Every thing is ready prepared : 
we'll retire to the Thatch'd Houfe, and over a 
bottle, (going) we'll follow our noble friend and 
patron. A good hit, eh. Pickle ; felf-preferva- 
tion, you dog. (afide.) 

Sir Humph. Let's away to the chace, with 
hark forward — And with courage ftrike home, 
&c. (allfing.) (Exeunt.) 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Bed'R0dm in Sir Humpbrey^g Ibuft: ibe Cohncl m 
the Sed^ and tbi CmfiMes under it^ A Lamp 
burning en tbi Table. 

Enter Pickle and Meanly. 
Meanly, (advancing and liftening) Ho(hl 

* 

huih ! She fnores. 

PiCKLB. Then (he fleeps. 

Meanly. Strike me ftiff^ but I long to 
cuckold him — I'll out with you. (PHtting out 
tbe lamp.) - 

Pickle. The man that woti'd not with fo 
fine a woman^ ought to wear horns himfelf, £or 
the remainder of his life~-But then, if we ufe 
violence^ the laws are open. 

Meanly. Confound the men diat made 
them. — ^Here's in defiance to law and gofpel, 
and now^-^(advances to tbe bedfide.) 

Col. (in a feigned voice) Sir Humphrey ! 

Meanly, {^counterfeits Sir Humfbrey^s voice) 
My dear, my love, (tbrows bimfelfon the bed^) 

Colonel feizis bim, jumps from tbe bedy and 
draws bis /word. Pickle retreats^ and if flaking 

offy hut the Conftables fecure bim^ 

1 Col. 



A t o M a D V. 143 

Col. Unparalleled Villainy I .Baie^ cowardly 
raicaU thy coaduft tempts me to plunge this 
fword in thy foul heart : and you^ Sir— -(/l»^ 
throw tbemfehes on tbiir kmes, imploring morcy.) 

Measly. Have mercy! For heaven's fakcj 
put yp your fword« 

. CoL. Such wretches invoke heaven !— *Yoti 
Ihall to prifon. 

PicRLZ. Take us not into cufl:ody> or out 
reputation is no more. 

Col. Reputation 1 — ^If there's juftico in 
law^' there follows puniihment. I'll fee you 
hang'd. Conftables^ tie their hands^ and lead 
them off to jufti^e 

Meanly. Sir Humphrey will juftify our 

conduA. 

Col. Away with them, and I'll follow.— 

Juftify ! — imps of hell ! 
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SCENE III. 

AfortmM tv Amelias Ihuje. 

Enter Sir Humphrey and Bribe. 
Bribe. This way. Sir, that's the door. 



Sir 
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Sir Humph. That leads to the lufcious 
nurfery of amorous delights. — Bribe, withdraw, 
and to-morrow Fll reward thy fervices. 

Bribe. Succefs attend all your noble un- 
dertakings. 

Sir Humph. I thank thee. (Exit Bribe) 
Now, now for the tender bloflbm. 

Thus the bold Tarquin, flufti'd with youth, affail'd 
The ftruggling fair — and, refolute, prevail'd. 

(Going up to the door) A\\\ what have we here ? 
the key in the door ! A fair aflignation, by Ju- 
piter ! — Now for a little refolution to fave ap- 
pcarances, and fhe's mine for ever, (opening the 
door) By your leave, fair one. {on entering the 
roonty he Jl arts hack^ on dijcovering Lady Fickle y 
Amelia^ Mr. and Mrs. Seymour) Damnation ! 

Amelia, (curtejying to the ground) This was 
kind, indeed, Sir — to enroll yourfelf in the lift 
of my generous proteftors, in this critical hour 
of danger, is truly becoming the exalted cha- 
rafter of the fpirited Sir Humphrey. 

Sir Humph, (afide) A very pretty fituation 
this, truly ! 

Amelia. However, as my own affairs have 
taken a favourable turn j give me leave to 
prefent you with another fubjeft for your cha- 
ritable exertions, (pointing to Lady Fickle.) 
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Sir Humph:, (afide) My wife too, and in 
tears ! Sure thefe villains durft hot 

Amelia. Unfortunate innocence — Or, to 
fpeak more feelingly to Sir Humphrey's pre- 
fent fenfarions, beauty in diftrefs has ever 
been deem'd a fpecific for raifing foft emotions 
in the bread of the mod obdurate. 

Sir Humph, {p^fide) At leaft, I can anfwer 
for myfelf ; for be it pity, love, or jealoufy, (he 
never appeared to me half fo amiable, as at this 
moment. 

Amelia, {apart to Lady Fickle) Take cou- 
rage, my dear, {to Sir Humphrey) I have heard 
much of the flexibility of heroes, with refpedl 
to the fair fex. I could wifli now to fee the 
man fufficiently hardened, to ftand out againft 
fuch a woman as this — and in fuch a fituation. 

Sir Humph, {afide) Good God ! what will 
become of me ! — ^Were it not for (hame, I could 
almoft wifh for an opportunity of throwing my- 
felf at her feet, and imploring forgivenefs. 

Lad y Fick. Ungenerous, cruel man ! [advanc- 
ing) Is this your return for my ever ready compli- 
ance with your will and pleafure ? This the hold 
you flatter'd me I had on your affeftions ? To ex- 
pofe me thus, a helplefs, fond, believing woman, 
to the loweft abyfs of infamy and (hame, for the 
bafe purpofe alone of fatiating your reftlefs ap- 

L petites. 
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pctites, at the cxpcnce of all the good and feel- 
ing part of mankind efteem facred. But for the 
kind interpofition of friends, ere this, I had fallen 
the devoted viftim of unbridled luft. 

Sir Humph, {afide) Thank Heaven, thou 
haft not fallen ! but no thanks to me. 

Lady Fick. {continues) You wifh'd a repa- 
ration — It is now efFefted. Still the weaknefs 
of my fex affails me — And tho' I blufh to own 
it, I cannot but be concerned at what regards 
your life; ri(k not this horrid duel, for. Oh! 
you're ill prepar'd for death ! (Jhe faints.) 

Sir Humph, (running to her affijiance) My 
love ! my life ! 

Whiljl the ladies are employed in recovering her^ 

Sir Humph, (^exclaims) Would Heaven but 
reftore her to me once again, the tenor of my 
future life ihou'd be fuch, as to merit the 
confidence and efteem of this beft of women. 
{Coming to her/elf, jhe ft arts back on feeing Sir 
Humphrey on his knees before her,) 

Sir Humph. Start not, thou injured wo- 
man — Behold the prodigal rcturn'd. Flufti*d with 
fuccefs, intoxicated with pleafure, and continu- 
ally befet with fycophants and flatterers, I have 
hitherto been fecluded the true path of honour 
and happinefs ; and, but for the kindnefs of pro- 
vidence, and the interpofition of friends, had 
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this night fallen a facrifice to the lawlefs pro* 
jedts of vice and diflipat ion. —What has, there- 
fore, been fo happily begun by Heaven, let 
not the wife of my choice, however juftly 
offended, difdain to complete — (feeing her mov'd^ 
be continues) Be thefe tears my advocates. Un- 
ufed to fue in vain, I will not ftir from hence, 
till thofe dear lips Ihall have feal'd my for* 
givenefs. 

Lady Fick, This is too much! I am not 
proof againft a hufband's tears. Alas ! SirHum- 
phrcy ! you too well know your power here.— 
Arife, and let all our paft miftakes be for ever 
buried in oblivion. 

Sir Humph, (getting up) Unmerited conde- 
fccnfion 1 (embracing her) Thus, thus let me 
exprefs the warm efFuflons of my foul, for this 
kind reception ; the chearful remembrance of 
which Ihall be nourilh'd in this breaft, with 
love, with conftancy, and unerring gratitude for 
ever. 

Lady Fick. You forget we have other 
friends here, that m^rit, on this occafion, ouf 
fincereft acknowledgments. 

Sir Humph. True. And firft. Madam, 
(to jimelia) may I prefume, the noble example 
of your fair friend will have its due weight 
with you.— For tho' I no longer figh to be ad- 

L 2 mitted 



pad failings. Go on. Sir, as you have begun, 
and reft afliired, you'll be ever held in elleein 
by the virtuous part of our fex, and refpeded, 
even by the vicious. 

As Sir Humphrey bows to Amelia^ Mr. Seymour 

advances: to whom 
Sir Humph. ^^ Kt tu Brute !" at the bot- 
tom of all this ! — A pretty recompenfc, truly, 
for my earneft and frequent endeavours to 
make a good fellow of you ! Seymour, what has 
your honefty to anfvver for to the beau monde, 
for depriving a fellow of fpirit of his liberty, 
and reducing him to a mere domeftic animal ! 
For my own part, (giving him his hand) all I 
can fay, is, that by interefting yourfelf as you 

have done in my affairs, you have fhewn your- 
jelf a friend i and as I hope the iffue will prove 
you no mean projeftor — What have we here ? 

Enter Colonel — Pickle ^«^ Meanly under 

a guard of Confiables. 

Sir Humph, {difcovering them) Wzl inftru- 
ments of hell — difgrace on difgrace heap upon 
me — I cannot bear it. 
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Meanly. Sir Humphrey, we come hither, 
under a guard not the mod honourable; but 
you can juftify our innocence, and give us our 
liberty. 

Sir Humph. Give you fetters! Lady Fickle, 
did thefe wretches infult your perfon ? 

Mr. Seym. That queltion I can beft anfwer. 
Having been previoufly made acquainted with 
thefe honourable gentlemen's defigns, I com- 
municated them to the Colonel, and in cqn- 
junftion with him, laid this plot; conceiving 
it dangerous, Lady Ficldc ihou'd be in bed, 
when too ruffians entered herchamber in the dead 
of night, to have her chaftity expofed, perhaps 
her life: therefore, placed the Colonel as a 
fubftitute for Lady Fickle. He can beft give 
a detail of their proceedings. 

Colonel. As this thing and his noble 
colleague (the cream of the ton) approached 
the bed, that fine gentleman, Mr. Meanly, 
afFefting much tendernefs and love, in foft ac- 
cents, with my dear, and my love — counterfeiting 
your voice. Sir Humphrey, grop'd at my bofom, 
but finding a roughnefs here, (pointing to his 
beard) rather uncommon to be met with in 
the fair fex, he ftarted back, and wou'd have 
retreated ; if, with this hand I had not grafp'd 
at his throat, and brought my finger and thumb 



ifts {laying his hand to his heart) I am bound to, 
and fhall with pleafqre — {looking at Pickle and 
Meanly) Abominable mifcreants ! The com- 
miflion of itfelf was infamous ; but you exceeded 
it, beyond imagination— to offer violence ! 

Meanly, 'Twas your orders. 

Sir Humph, {enraged) Thou lieft; I forbade 
thee on thy life, even to touch 

Pickle. You very ill requite our fervices. 

Sir Humph. I have, to my own infamy, 
requited your dirty offices but too well, 
w Meanly. 'Tis not too late to recede. 

Sir Humph. Not if I were bafe and artful 
as thyfelf J but know, that when I have fct my 
hand, or pledge my word, I ever held facred 
the performance.^ — I acknowledge, I have been 

dup'd 
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dup*d» made a mere tool 9 and as a top in a 
fchool*boy's hand, with a firing you have fpun 
me : but now your game is over. Go, let me 
never fee you more. — Conftables, give them 
their liberty : and be their own confciences their 
perpetual accufers. I fay, be gone i 

Pickle. 'Twere as well we had never met. 

Sir Humph. I ftiou'd have then efcap'd 
tortures, and, and difgrace — -Be gone 1 

Pickle. We have difgrac'd ourfeives to 
feed your fancy ; (going) and now you fhut the 
door of friendfhip againft us. 

Sir Humph. That my door had neVer 
been open to you — Lead them off, Conftables— * 
Away ! {Exeunt Pickle, Meanly , and Conftables) 
Now I'm rid of all intcrcourfe with monfters, 
ril refume a human fhape, and be what I ought 
to be, a mail, and a hufband to one wife. O ! 
Lady Fickle, obedience and tendernefs to you 
fhall mark my future conduA ; gratitude and 
love fhall dwell in this heart, as long as the 
fliell holds together to give it covering. 

Lady Fick. Sir Humphrey, do you a(3: 
the part of a hufband, and Til perform that of 
a wife. A Qavifh fubmiflion on either fide leads 
not to happincfs. Now you know, by dear 
bought experience, how properly to diftinguifh 

L4 friends 
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friends from fbes^ and folly from friend(hi^I 
can have nothing to fear. 

Sir Humph. GeneFQus> charming wonian ! 
What ecftatic blifs.I feel; my future conduct 
(hall be an imitation of the bright pattern you. 
have fhewri me. There is , a fomething yet 
wanting, to render my happinefs complete — 
Have I, Amelia^ folicited with fuccefs your for- 
givenefs?. 

'Amelia. *Twa$ granted, before you made 
the application: and your reformation was your 
beft advocate. 

Sir Humph. You have a foul really great, 
to forgive an injury of fuch magnitude. (/« the 
Colontl) Colonel, you have made a happy choice 
in Amelia. — ^I received your challenge from 
juft grounds — ^and I accepted 

Mr. Seym. And I diflfolve it ; tho' a new way, 
the. leaft in praAice, to decide duels. Come, 
give me your hands, (joining bands) : May 
thefc cement your friendfhip— ^And I do infift 
on't, that the fubjedt from this moment fink 
in oblivion. 

Sir Humph. Friendihip warmly returns, 
and your admonition fhall, on my part, be. faith* 
fully obfervcd. 

Col. And fo it fhall on mine, (foakes band:sy . 

Sib. Humph. L often have been miftakcnT— 

but 
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but I think, I am now in the right. Come, 
Amelia, Colonel, permit me to join your hdnds, 
(joinivg hands) the hearts, I'm fure, are already 
joined — May you live long and happy. 

Col. I thank you ; all my ambition is 
crowned — Amelia was all I wanted, or wifhed 
for : words cannot define the happinefs I feel. 

Amelia. Nor will I pretend a facrificc to 
gratitude — But frankly own that love, efteem, 
and choice have fo wrought on me — the Colo- 
ncl's happinels was abfolutely neceflary, to 
render mine complete. 

Mrs. Seym. Then I proclaim a jubilee to all. 
Sir Humph. Now we have each our treafure, 
jewels ineftimable. — ^Experience convinces me, 
that fidelity conftitutes happinefs, and renders 
it permanent i and I am fure, the moft extra- 
vagant libertine, in all his ideal refearches, 
cannot overtake an enjoyment to be compared 
with a virtuous wife. 



THE END. 
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M £ N. 

SIR JOHN PENURIOUS, An avuiciout old Man. 
OVERTON, Pompout» overTftaching, and married to Sir 

John*t Sifter. 
CAPTAIN SANDFORD, An Officer In the Navy, in 

Jove with Sophia* 
CAPTAIN 0*LART, An Irifli Officer, a diftant relatioa 

of Overtones, in Jove with Angelica. 
JACK PENURIOUS, Sir John's Son, a weak, iaiigni* 

ficant )roung Man, governed by Overton, 
L O R D £ O, A Gambler. 
CLASSIC, A poor Curate. 
TIMOTHY, Servant to Sir John. . 



W O M E Nt 

SOPHIA, Daughter to Sir John, in love with Captain 

Sandford. 
ANGELICA, banghter to Overton, in love with Capuia 

O'Lary. 
BETTY, Servant Co Sophia, in love with Timothy. 
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SCENE I. J Room in Sir John Penurious' s 

Hoti/e. 

' Ent^ TiMOTHy, much intoxicated; Betty on 
the opfofite Side^ meeting bim. 

Betty. 

TIMOTHY, Timothy, I fay, Timothy, 
what the ducc, are you deaf, and dumb 
too ? (fulls bim by the ear) Hey day I what— 
toxicai;ed ! 

Timothy. 
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Timothy. You^you pull hard, Mrs. Betty* 
He, he is a rare good natured gentleman ; I, I 
will lay down my life for him. 

Betty. Who's a good natured gentleman ? 

you great Fll not foul my tongue — but — 

you roll about like a hog, you do. 

Timothy. So wou'd you, if, if, you had 
been rhere^ — -Plenty of French wines. 

Betty. Lard, Lard, I'm out of all patience : 
well, if I don't atteft you more than ever. — Why, 
iTiafter has been calling like mad ; he wants to 
be fliaved, and have his bed perriwig. 

Timothy. So he may : Til tarry no longer 
here, and drink, drink fmall beer, fmall beer, 
from lady to lady. — Come, my dear Bett, (a/- 
tempts to kijs her ^ floe for aiches him,) 

Betty. Bett! Bett! You hc-goat things 
how dare yon fult me fo ? If thou do'ft not tell 
me, where thou haft been, TU tear out thy eyes, 

I will. 

Timothy. A goat ! I never, I never told 
you I was a Welch man. Did, yes, did you, 
Mrs. Bettxt and Mifs Sophy, but know, you 
wou'd think me as fweet, as Captain Sandford. 

Betty. You great numbfcull, make fo free 
with the dear dead gentleman's name — 'tis it^ 
prefumption of you : if you mention his name 
before my lady, fhe'll run into fits, flie wilK 

TxMOTItT. 
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TiwfOTHY^ Dead ! O dear ! O dear ! how 
fome folks can romance ! Here it is^ (takes out 
a letter^ and puts it in bis foiket again) in here 
are the fweecs, from his own felf. 

Betty. Well, Heaven will infpeft us maids I 
Then I do protefl;, if he is not dead, he muft be 
alive ; and the wicked news-papers are all full 
of falfity. Now, my dear Timmy, tell me all 
about it. (coaxings) 

Timothy, I, I won't then ; I V\\ take it 
to Mif$, myfelf— Us maids ! (looks eamejily.) 

Betty. Pray now, Mr. Timothy, give mc 
the letter. 

Timothy. I tell you, I (hant ; I, I, yes, I 
promifcd Captain Sandford, to, to, take it my- 
felf. 

Betty. Do now. Til do any thing for youj 
let me have it. (Jeans on his Jhoulder, and taps 
him under the chin,) 

Timothy. O, O, you coaxing— -—Will you 
then, to, to, night, give me a — rafher of bacon^ 
an, an, and a glafs of your cordial ? 

Betty. Upon my honour; mi|r I never 

then wear another bit of gauze ; you know, 

Timmy, Tm never crofs, when you are good 

humoured, 
Timothy. Well, well, I left him then— 
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at, at, the Antelope. (She picks bis pocket of 
the letter.) 

Betty. O chariTiing ! now I have it, for all 
your obftacles. Oh, 'tis him ! here's the fign 
of the anchor on the feal. How Mifs will love 
me ! ril not keep her a bit in expence. (Exit 
Betty in bajie.) 

Timothy, (following) You da-^damned 
thief; if you tell Sir Johr\, you (hall fa — faft 
for Timothy. (Exit reeling.) 

Enter Sophia with a book. 

Sophia. I'll fated hour! cruel death! to 
rob me of him I loved. 

Enter Betty in raptures. 

Betty. O ma'am ! O ma'am ! O ma'am! 
indeed ma'am ! 

Sophia. What's all this ? — Why in this 
flutter ? 

Betty. Sweet gentleman ! Monftrous, mon- 
ftrous lucky, ma'am. 

Sophiai (^fig^ily) Talk not to me of men. 

Betty. Oh ! did you but knov/ how much 
he loves you. 

Sophia. Love! 'tis fled, and will never 
oiore return to this manfion. 

Betty. Dear ma'am, did you but know 



A C O M £ D Y. l6l 

the one half I underftand, you wou'd dance 
out of your (kin, you wou'd. 

Sophia. Dance ! when my Sandford funk^ 
my dancing ceafed. But what nonfenfe is this ?. 
I infift upon knowing. 

Betty. Nonfenfe, ma'am! Lard, Lard> I 
fancy, ma'am, this letter will apprife you, that 
fervants can fpeak fenfe^ as well as their bet- 
ters ; and, and that Captain Sandford is alive, 
and not dead, (gives the letter) There, who has 
the nioft fenfe now, I wonder ! 

Sophia, (much agitated) What did you fay ? 
How my heart throbs ! {looking at the letter^ 
di/covers a mixture of joy and diftrejs) It is his 
writing ! My Sandford lives ! { faint s^ and falls 
in a chair.) 

Betty. He does indeed, ma'anfi ; don't be 
larmed — Timothy was with him — brought the 
letter : pray, ma'am — do, ma'am, pluck up your 
fpirits — read the letter : O laws, how cruel 'tis 
to die when he's come to life ! 

Sophia, (r^r^v^j and looks about her) Did 
Timothy fee him ? Did he converfe with him? 
Oh 1 • is it not a dream ? 

Betty. Lard a marcy, ma'am, tho' people 
walk and talk in their fleep, do they ever write 
1 letters ? pray open it, and then---- ^ 

Sophia, (getting flp> opens the letter^ and reads 

M t9 
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indeed. — This fudden flow of joy overwhelms 
me : methinks one friendly tear wou'd remove 
the load that prefles my joyous foul. O Betty? 
thou kind meflTenger \ aflTift me : lead mc 

hence. Sandford ! the conftant Sandford ! 

{leads her off.) {Exeunt in tranfport.) 

Enter Sir John Penurious, in an old wtg. 

Sir J. Pen. Robbed and plundered of my 
property. This is the confequence of keep- 
ing fervants : they think of nothing but 
cramming from morning till night. — Ay^ ay, 
it cods them nothing. Not lefs than a peck loaf, 
twenty pounds of butchers meat, and a barrel 
of fmall beer, have been devoured this week, and 
ftill they are not fatisfied, O the whelp, here 
he comes. 

Enter Timothv with a wig in his handy reeU 
ingy covered with powder. 

Timothy. Here, here it is, fit for a gc, 
gentleman, to, to wear, {attempts to put it 
ony lets it fallj and finds a difficulty in taking 
it ^.) 

'tSir J. Pen. Thou gonn^dizing glutton ! 
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Where in the name of intercft has he been ?— 

• 

Why, Sir, you are as drunk as an Alderman. 
If diis is the way you go on. Sir, I (hall be 
ruined ; a very pretty fellow for a Bucler !— 
Why, rafcal, I have been waiting for my perri- 
wig thefe two hours. 

Timothy. Drunk ! I, I have not, no, upon 
my foul, got drunk at your cxpencc thefe feven 
years : a Butler too, nothing but fmall beer 1 
I now. Sir, keep gentlemen's company, and 
drink wine. 

Sir J. Pei^. What, in the name of intereft, 
fervants have the impudence to drink wine !— • 
You fhall out of my houfe. Sir.— -Where have 
you been, and how came you to be thus bcaftly ? 
• — Anfwer me that. Sir ! 

TiMOTHT. By, by drinking, as, as you do 
at elcftions, at other people's coft, when you fell 
your tenants' votes to the beft bidder. — Yes, 
damn me, I, I, Til fwear to it. 

Sir J. Pen. What, rafcal ! infulted by my 
fervant, and charged with bribery and corrup- 
tion ! There is no concealing the moft trifling 
tranfaftion from one's fervants. Faith I muft 
be quiet for the prefent. (afidc) 

Enter Betty, fcnaming. 

Bettv. O Sir ! O Sir ! O Sir ! Mifs So- 

M 2 phisi 



SCENE TI. 

Enter Jack Penurious, and Overton. 

Jack Pen. 'Tis impoflible Ihe can live ; 
Sandford's death has done her bufinefs. 

Overton, 
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Overton, The poor tiling will then be 
provided for, and fo you will come in for the 
whole eftate, and her fortune too j fole heir of 
Dungmore Place. As for your father, poor 
wretch, he can't hold out many years longer. 

Jack Pen. Right; yet we (hou'd not 
exult i that is, I mean, publickly, at a father's 
or fitter's death. The world, you know, has 
fo much to fay ; not that I think it any harm. 

Overton. Curfc the world i independence 
bids defiance, and fets you above it. When 
you arc married to your coufin Angelica — 

Jack Pen. Were Angelica mine! But do 
you think her inclined to have me ? 

Overton. Have you, Jack ! give me your 
hand, (/hakes hands) Thou haft my hearty con- 
currence; flie dares not refufe thee; my plea- 
fure fhall be gratified. 

Jack P^n. In that cafe, I Ihou'd be happy 
to take the undertaker by the hand : he (hou'd 
take pofl^cflion of the body, and I of the eftate. 
Between ourfelves here — mum — I think they 
have lived long enough. 

Overton. So they have, (both laugh J Your 
manly obfervation endears you to me : you aft 
like a man of fpirit and fafhion. Your father 
has certainly lived too long, and the eftate ought 
to be yours. You'll ftep over in the evening, 
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better pleafed, than when he's teaching her 
French. — She fcems delighted with his Trilh 
accent. 

Overton. So (he is, fo fhe is : but no 
matter, he is very converfant in the French, 
and has fully anfwered my purpofe. To be 
fure, Ihe's fenfible, quick, tradable, and good 
humoured, which makes him take the more 
pains. 

Jack Pen. I fear he leaves this country 
foon : I hear he has raifed his number of re- 
cruits. 

Overton. I fhall regret his departure moft 
exceedingly. To be fure, 1 have treated him 
a little civilly, and his attention to my daughter 
has requited the obligation. But you'll not 
fail coming in the evening. — I'll make thy peace 
with Angelica. 

Jack Pen. Your kindnefs has made too 
deep an impreflion on my heart, to negledt fo 
favourable an opportunity. An occurrence has 
lately happened, that gives me fome uneafmefs: 
I cou'd.wifli to communicate it to you. 

OVBRTOK. 
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Overton. Never fear Jack, your peace is 
made ; I tell you Angelica (hall be yours. 

Jack Pen. That's not my grievance j *tis 
of more confequencc ! 

Overton, {afide) The devil it is. 

Jack Pen. You know. Sir, the fum I loft 
to my Lord E. O. 

Overton. True, what of that ? 

Jack Pen. Yeftcrday, I met his Lordfliip, 
who told me, I muft pay him immediately, hav- 
ing the preceding night loft his fortune to my 

Lord Chefs. But, but he fays faith I can't 

lell you. 

Overton. Pray go on, let me hear it out. 

Jack Pen. His Lordlhip fays, if I will 
procure him an audience of my fitter, break 
the ice of love before him, he'll forgive me the 
debt. 

Overton. The ice of love ! What a meta- 
phor! — ftupid rafcal ! {afide) And, and what an- 
fwer did you make ? 

Jack Pen. Faith, I'll be upon honour. — 

> 

Why, I promifed him \ wou'dj^ not that I in- 
tend it — no, upon my houour. 

Overton. Bravo ! a deviliih good hit, an 
excellent evafion j for you not only cancel your 
own debt, but 'twill rekindle revenge ia the 
•Id Boy's bofom againft Sophias and if he dies 
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'twill be all your own. — I only wifh for your 
fake to be his apothecary. 

Jack Pen. And ferve hiai as the apothe- 
cary did Romeo : a good plan, faith, {both laugh) 
Well, adieu. I (hall haften my return, {going) 

Overton. Hold, a thought ftrikes me : 
Suppofe now, now fuppofe, if this plan Ihou'd 
not fucceed in your favour with my Lord E. O. 
invite him to my houfe to dinner; I have fome 
devilifh potent wines, and my life on the bufi- 
nefs, that you'll be no longer his debtor. 

Jack Pen. Egad, an excellent fcheme ! 
he's all generofity when elevated. Well, your 
fervant. I (hall not fail being at the appointed 
time. {Exit.) 

Overton. Adieu! adieu! Never was there 
fpun a better ftring to play upon ; and while in 
tune 1 muft employ it. — If I play my cards 
right, I (hall convey every (hilling of the Penu- 
rious's family into my own, fnug. Sandford's 
affair with Sophia has done well for me. — Yet 
I am apprehenfive Sir John will not confent to 
the marriage, — Not a (hilling will he part with, 
while his eyes are open. — No matter. Til get 
them fecretly married, and the old fox may 
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Enter Captain O'Lary. 

O'Lary. What! my dear friend, alone! 
and by yourfelf too ! — Where is the dear crea- 
ture, Angelica ? Is flic not with you, by herfelf f 

Overton. I rejoice to fee you. Captain. — 
As you entered the rpom, I was in a brown 
ftud, the refult of which is, that J ftiaU marry 
off Angelica immediately, but muft beg your 
alRftance to forward tl^c buQnef^. 

P'Lary. Upon my foul, honour, and 
body too, that's more, if my all, and my 
every thing, is not ^t your family's fcrvice.— 
May I be bold to aflc a little queftiqn ? — ^And 
where w^s the lover born ? 

Overton. In Dungmore Place — her coufm 
Penurious— 

O'Lary. Is it fo, then, to Jack her own 
coufm ? — Faith, my jewel, but you lie. (afide*) 

Overton. An excellent thing. Captain; 
altho' he's feldom fober, her virtue and good 
fcnfe may reclaim hini. 

O'Lary. But is he not a little deficient here ? 
{^pointing to bis bead.) 

Overton. Not fo well furniflied. — But he 
ha^s paflfed his fixteen terms at Oxford, and is a 
good-natured, weak, good fort of a young 
man. As for his intelleds, to be fure— — But 
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head. And let me tell you, Sir, that you arc 
not wanting in that precious part. But are you 
fure, Angelica will join herfelf to him. 

Overton. Moft certainly : (he muft have 
no will of her own : the parent Ihou'd guide, 
and the child muft obey, (firuts about) 

O'Lary. By my foul, if parents here in 
England don't cram their pHildren with matri- 
mony, as they do the tujjk^ys of Norfolk, make 
them eat, when the poor creatures have no 
appetite at all, at all, to fwallow. {afide) Faith, 
Sir, but I like your calculations : you'll out- 
wit the old Baronet, and his fon too. — I fee clear 
into the cafe. 

Overton. No fear of that. Captain \ but, 
but mum, mum, for the prefent. 

O'Lary. What a blefled talent is art ! — 
Well, your fervant, for a Ihort feafon ; and, if 
Angelica is difpofed, I'll give her a reading or 
two: {going) and. Sir, you may depend on Cap- 
tain O'Lary ; he will do the clean thing. 

Overton. In the mean time, I fhall be in 
waiting for the young 'fquire, prepare him for 
the noofe. {both laugh) 

End of the First Act. 

ACT 
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SCENE I. 



• Enter Betty and Timothy* 

Betty. 

I TOLD you, that your drunkennefs wou*d 
incure your difchargc. 

Timothy, Who cares ? — ^Not I : fo there's 
a word for all. Your eagernefs, I hope, did 
not tell Sir John, that Captain Sandford was 
not dead. 

Betty, Let me alone for the matter of that. 
Now Timothy, you mull be mum, mum, mum a 
then, then, ha ! ha ! how excellence it is— Why, 
Captain Sandford laid the contrivance in the 
letter. 

Timothy. Mum ! mum ! mum ! O, I have 
it; and (hall do as Sir John does before the 
eleftion, kifs the wife to buy the hufband's 
vote. — Here, here, take the bribe 3 (kijfes) now 
no longer be mum. 

Betty, 



body's breath, you do — How can you touzlc 
one fo ? 

Timothy. Touzle ! — 'tis nothing to what I 
can do. 

Betty. O you bewitching thing you — 
But Tim, Sir John is going to fend you, only 
think of that. 

Timothy. Think ! — Think of wh^t ? 

Betty, For a phyfician, ha ! ha ! and play 
a trick upon Sir John. — O dear me ! 'twill be 
charming, ha ! ha ! and bring Captain Sand- 
ford, and then 

Timothy. And then, we mud feek new 
fervices, and new lives too. Sir John will not 
be caught fo : Why, he has as much cunning 
^s any gentleman, to get in the parliament 
Houfe : he's as fly as any of *um. 

Betty. Never you heed that ; you muft be 
mum. I, and Mifs, and Captain Sandford have- 
contriv'd it :— He is to give himfelf a long out- 
land ifli name — The mountebank doftor's that 
goes about, and you give him this letter, (gives 
d letter.) 

Timothy, Ha! ha! ha! I will j 1,1 like 
a contrivance. — Let's bufsj my name an't Ti- 
Vpothy, if I don't give it him. {kijfes repeatedly.) 

Belter 
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Enter Sir John Penxtrious, Joftly. 

Sir J.Pen. What ! in the name of intercft, de- 
file my houfe! He's as corrupt as aNabob,(<J^J^) 
Hey day ! what now, raical, debauch my maid ! 
(ftrikes him) make Dungmorc Place a Bagnio! 
Did not this prefling bufinefs call thee, thou 
fhouldft out of my houfe this inftant, — And 
you, baggage. 

Betty, l-ard Sir, if ever my vartuc was 
peached before, fince the hour I was born« 

Sir J. Pen. Did I not fee thee in the 
very aft ? Thy face (peaks it — huffy. 

Betty. O dear ! O dear ! I fhall lofe my 
character, and fweet peace of mind. — Indeed, 
Sir, he, he — we was only whifpering, left 
Mifs lhou*d be difturbed — that was all indeed, 
as I am an individual parfon of the univarfal 

world. 

Timothy. Left Mifs (hou'd be difturbed — 
Yes, that was all, indeed. 

Sir J. Pen. Difturbed ! Thou audacious 
ihifter of truth — go to your miftrefs. {Exit 
Betty) Well, Sir, are you not afliamed of your 
behaviour ? 

Timothy. Yes, Sir ; I'm not accuftomcd to 
fuch ftrong liquors. 

Sir. J. Pen. Zounds ! I had forgot thy 



i_ 



Timothy. Whoredom! — I never, in all 

my life mayhap you may be word ferved.— 

No gentlemen's Butlers are like me ; no wine, 
no ftrong beer : I'm fo fwelled with new whey, 
that I'm afraid, I (hall be taken off at laft, in a* 
fit of the dropfy. 

Sir J, Pen. You, who arc out of the 
dregs, talk of wine and ftrong beer !— But 
ril be revenged ; thou Ihalt have no charaftcr 
at all. 

Timothy. The rich delight in ftarving us 
poor fcrvants, by refufing us charadlers, which 
is a flow, but certain murder, of all deaths the 
moft cruel : ftiame ! to the law it goes un- 
puniflied. Well, Sir, I have done my duty by 
you — rubbed your legs, felt your pulfe, and 
gave you purges when you was fick. — Re- 
colled, Sir John, you promifed me a place at 
court; yec, am never the better: but the vo- 
ters of bribery are as full as bacon Hogs. 

Sir J. Pen. (looks uneajy) Well, Sir, 'tis 
my pacriotifm ; all for the good of my country* 

Timothy. Can't I, Sir, ferve my country 
too, the fame way, if I have a place at court ? 

Sir J. Pen. Mend your manners, I'll for- 
give thee i thou (halt fee better times. 
^ Timothy. 
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Timothy • I have long waited for this 
feaft, but my faft is not yet broken i but I 
feel as great a craving within as ever. 

Sm J. Pew. Til reward thy fervices i I'll 
laife thy wages five (hillings a yean 

Timothy* Five {hillings I Won't you make 
me ferve my country too ? 

Sir J. Pen. V\l confider of it; follow 
me to the chamber door of thy miftrefs. (going) 
If (he is not better^ I (hall fend thee for this 
great dodor that travels the country; I hear 
he's rea(bnable in bis chai;ges. TinxKhy^ mind^ 
if thou goeft^ take old Crop— *-and^ Timothy^ 
take care, don't over-heat him— I have a great 
rdpedt for old hiorfes> dogs^ and old fervants.--* 
Come Tim. (Exii Sir John.) 

Timothy. (/Mowing) Five (hillings 1 — 
'twill break his heart; it breaks in upon his 
Ichemes — O ! how I wi(h to ferve my country ! 



S C E N E II. 

AH<iZhiCA /eated^ reading. 

Akg. (gets up) Plague take this coufin of 
mine ; if my father perfilb in my marrying him, 

Khali 



the matter Ihort with him, let the confequencc 

be what it may. O charming ! here comes 

the Captain. 

Enter Captain O'Lary. 

O'Lary. Do you, mifs, fee any ex- 
predions in that book, now, that can paint 
all what I feel for you, my lovely Angelica ? 
Oh ! and were you to fee my heart, fure you 
wou'd fee a honey-comb, and of your own 
making. 

Ang. You flatter. Captain; but you officers 
have fuch ways. 

O'Lary. Sure there's no flattery in truth. 
— But my jewel, are you difpofed for a leflfon 
or two ? 

Ang. I have other leflbns now to attend 
to, that rob me of that happinefs. 

O'Lary. Faith, mifs, but I guefs your 
cafe, and pity you too, that's more. — Will 
you make me acquainted fiiil, and tell me after- 
wai-ds ? 

Ang, 
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Amg. I cannot — it goes to my heart — ic 
makes me miferable. 

O'Lary. Then, I fwear by all the faints 
in Ireland, if there's a Ipeck in that jewel, 
(I mean your heart) that gives Angelica 
pains — ^at the hazard of my life, but I'll take 
it out.— -But, my precious, how came it there ? 

A NO. Friendly offices never arrive more 
feafonable, than when they are really wanted.—- 
O Sir! my father is cruel enough to force 
me to be married, to-morrow, to my coufin 
Penurious. I cannot love him— I fhudder at 
the idea : if he confulted his own intereft and 
happinefs, he furely wou'd not wed a woman, 
whofe heart is devoted 

O'Lary. My heart has been all drowned 
in tears, fince your father told me the cruel 
bufinefs : and if you, the (weeteft of all flow- 
ers, Ihould be pluck'd againft your will, but I 
(hall live and die too in tears. Shall I then tell 
the truth ? Faith I will, and that's a jewel of a 
companion of an Irilh officer.— —Then your 
father prayed and fixed upon me, to procure 
a prieft for the very purpofe. — That's the truth 
all over. 

Ang. • Can you be thus cruel. Captain ? — 
Will ydii be acceffary, to fubjeft a life for ever 
miferable ? Did you. Sir, know roy heart, I'm 

N furc 



influence over my father : let me entre; 
to exercife it in my behalf — be my Co 
lor, and plead my caufe : believe me, , 

fhall not prove my diftrefs is too gre 

\ cannot explain. 

O'Lary. Then Til explain it, and 
afterwards. — By my foul, I fwear to yoi 

let this feal my vow, (ki/Jes her hand^ 
promifcs to fathers, in a cafe like yours, 
be broken. And when two hearts are lil 
twigs, bending for each other, I thinls 
fliou'd meet of themfclves : — and a mer 
father like yours, (hou*d have nothing 
at all, to do with the heart of his dai 
left he fhou'd break it in making the join 
Ang. Very juft : unlefs the hearts be; 
luntarily towards each other, the ring, i 
a cafe, becomes a fetter indeed, and poii 
wretchcdnefs and dcfpair. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Mailer Penurious is come. 

Ang. We'll wait on him. {Exit Si 
How to adt, or what to fay, I know not. 

O'Lary. To be fure, ao-ree to 
thing they propofe, to prevent fufpicioi 
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Captain O'Lary will (land by you, and refcue 
you too from the approaching chains; and what 
your father intended for you fhall ferve him- 
felf. But, my precious. Til withdraw to the 
Antelope, and try if I can get more recruits : — 
And for a Ihort feafoh adieu : (going) but firft, 
let me tell you, be under no alarm, no ftep will 
be taken without my advice. 

Ang. Succefs attend you. (ExU Captain) 
I am not fatisfied — yet, why (hou'd I doubt 
him 5 he certainly loves me, tho* I cou*d wifli 
he had been more explicit. But, I fuppofe, 
this method of making love is peculiar to the 
foldier: I wifh it may turn out fo; a few 
hours will clear my fufpicions. — So, here they 
come ; ril withdraw for a moment. 



Enter Jack, and Overton. 

Jack Pek. Excellent tidings! She can't 
furvive many hours. My father, I hear, has 
dilpatchcd Timothy for a phyfician. 

Overton. For a do£tor 1 then *tis a thou- 
fand to one in our favour. — Shou'd this be the 
cafe, you'll be the only child, my boy. 

Ano. {ajide, Uftening) O heaven's ! that I 
fhou'd be the daughter of fuch a father, or a 
wife to fuch a wretch ! 

N 1 Overton. 
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Overton. O here comes Angelica; not 
that I fay it, fhe's the mirror of virtue. Hey 
day ! where's the Captain, child ? 

Ang. {enters fenftvely) He begg'd me to 
apologize for him, having received intelligence, 
that a dance was to be at the Antelope ; and 
he thought his prefence there might better 
enable him to procure recruits. — He intended 
to have waited upon you. Sir, previous to his 
going thither; but the IcfTon he fct me this 
morning was fo difficult, that I occupied more 
of his time than ufual. 

Overton. Gone a recruiting ! Always pur- 
fuing his profedion: well. Til go give him the 
meeting. Several loofe fellows are about here, 
whom I diflike; I'll fct the trap — intoxicate 
them, and Tm furc he has arc enoui!;h to drive 
them into it. (going) I fee, you young rogues, 
that my abfence will be the more agreeable : I 
fliall leave you to yourfelves. Your fervant. 

(Exit in hafle.) 

Jack Pen. How do you do, coufin ? Arc 
you difpofed to make me happy ? You have, 
indeed, my dear Angelica, been a burthen to 
mc^ on, on my mind for fome days. 

Ang. For fome days! — If your uneafinefs 
proceeds from genuine love, I really pity you ; 
particularly, if Tm the objed that impreffes 
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your mind. — But there appears to me, Sir, great 
impropriety in firft coufins meeting in wedlock, 
admitting a mutual afFeftion : — But, fetting 
afide thofe obft^jles, my father may objeft -, 
for I have frequently heard him fay, that chil- 
dren (hou'd have no will of their own, but be 
fubjcft to their parents ; therefore my heart 
muft fall a vi6lim to my father's pleafure. 

Jack Pen. Now you have made me hap- 
py ; all the bufinefs is already done. I have 
had feveral interviews with your father, and he 
confents to our union. 

Ang. To our union ! — Decency might 
have taught you better -, that I, Sir, muft ap- 
prove, before you have a right, even to hope 
for happincfs. 

Jack Pen. That's a point of delicacy [ 
never dreamt of; as knowing well your father's 
difpofition, and that you muft neceffarily be 
fubfervient to his will. 

Ang, Very apropos to the times. — Then, 
I prefume, that my father's tenderncfs for 
you, and your great love and afFeftion for 
me, have in conjunction fettled the preli- 
minaries ? 

Jack Pen. Yes, yes very minutely; and 
your father advifes us to be married in private, 
in my father's Chapel, left the'ttftnour fprcad 



abroad, and lead to a difcovery — and to pre- 
vent fufpicion, Mr Overton has employed Cap- 
tain O'Lary to procure a parfon. 

Ang. Wonderfully (Irange ! Never, fure, 
was there a match fo hurried, and with fo little 
ceremony ! 

Jack Pex. The old proverb fhould be 
your guide, ^^ No ceremony among friends/' 
which is the fruit of friendfliip, and the very 
perfedion of love. 

Ang. Little hopes of perfeflion. — The fun 
that's perpetually under a cloud will afFord 
but little nourifhment to the fi'uitp which is de- 
pendant on it for perfeftion. 

Jack Pen. We have nothing to fear; 
your father has blown the fmiling breeze of 
approbation. I fuppofe you have heard that 
my fifter is dying ? 

Ang. Dying ! — Heaven forbid ! 

Jack. Pen. O yes; and, at her death, I 
come in for her fortune, which is independent 
of my father. As for him too, he can't hold 
out many years longer ; he has lately had an 
apoplc6lic fit, and, no doubt, the next will do 
his bufinefs. — And then, Angelica! 

Ang. And then, unfeeling monftcr I (aftde) 
Mr. Penurious, I am (hocked — I think the 
man, who is capable of exulting at a father's or 
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fifter's diflblution, tho' he were to inherit a 
crown, can have no feeling for a wife, (going.) 

Jack. Pen. You fliou'd not be thus fcru- 
pulous — There's no father's or fifter's life ade- 
quate to yours i and particularly by their death, 
fuch advantageous profpedls open to our view 
— Ten thoufand pounds a year, Angelica ! 

Ang. Penurious, thou art quite in cha- 
rafter. (afide) Pardon me. Sir, I muft attend 
my coufin ; and depend on it, that your love 
and meritorious conduft fhall be rewarded, as I 
think they defervc; (g^^^gO 

Jack Pen, Place no confidence in my 
fifter 5 Ihe's no friend of yours : tho' her mo* 
ments may be Ihort, they may be delufive. 

Ang. Till I find her falfe, I ftiall not 
condemn, nor meanly nourifh the ferpent in 
my bofom, that may tend to her prejudice, or 
my own dilhonour. {Exit angrily.) 

Jack Pen, Her conduft is very myfteri- 
ous ! fhe has no appetite for wedlock ^ it muft 
then be a fafliionable wedding. — I'll marry her^ 
if it be but out of contradiftion to her per- 
verfenefs. 1 have been wrong ; I opened my 
heart too foon — for women are never fo much 
themfelves, as when they are viftorious over 
thofe flaves, their lovers. I'll take a different 
courfe in my next viGt, I (hall not be fo lavilh 

N 4 of 
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of my compliments, nor fo profufe of my 
love. Her father gives her ro me — and I'll 
marry her, yes, by heavens ! if but to torment 
her infolence. 



SCENE II. 



Enter Sir John Penurious, and Timothy. 

Sir J. Pen. Thou haft made good hafte, 
Timothy : haft brought the doftor ? 

Timothy. Safe enough, and a fine man he 
is ; cures every body of diforders in and out of 
it — He talks broken Englifti tho\ 

Sir J. Pen. The greater man i he muft be 
a foreigner. 

Timothy. Not a button the better for that. 

Sir J. Pen. What may be his name ? 

Timothy. 'Tis fo long, I can't remember 
iti 'twould make a dozen of mine; but I have 
it in my pocket, here he is. (takes out a flip of 
paper) Doftor Caft — Urine — de Marefbank. 

Sir 
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Sir J, Pen. Ay, ay, the famous German 
Dodlor. 

Timothy. That's he, a German, he comes 
from France. 

Enter Captain Sandford as the DoSfor, with 

a reJpeSlful bow. 

Sir J. Pen. (^j he approaches) O here he 
comes ! How venerable he looks ! wonderful ! 
*— What a beard ! 

Sandf. Vel, Sairs, vil you fho me de pa- 
tient ? 

Sir J. Pen. Don't be in fuch a hurry, 
Dodtor ; I am her father, and want to afk you 
a few neceffary queftions. 

Sandf. Vat you vas pleafe : but pity mc 
no fee de patient. 

Sir J. Pen. 'Tis all in good time, Doftor. 
— ^What may I call your name, Mr. ey, Tim ? 

Timothy, (in aflutter^ takes cut his paper 

andreads) Here, here he is. — Dodtor Caft-urinc 
de Marefbank. 

Sir J. Pen. Pray, Dodlor Caft mares on 
the back, what religion may you be of? 

Sandf. Dat vas not de fair queftione. But 
me religion be de Englice rcligione. 

Sir J. Pen. I'm glad of that, not that I 

A.. J.. 
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ftudy thofe fort of things. — Then I fuppofc you 
are a proteftant. 

Sandf. Vous, Sair, be ver right; me proteft 
againft de Englice, ver good, Sair. But where 
be de patient ? 

Sir J. Pen. But, Doflor, how do you 
charge, now ; is it by the lump, or fo much a 
vifit ? 

Sandf. Me fliarge ! me make no fharge at 
all : if me no cure your (hilds, me have no pay. 
Sir J. Pen. (a/iJe to Timothy) A great man 
this, Timothy, and deals honourably. 
Timothy. Very honourable indeed. 
Sir J. Pen. Had we not better get an 
apothecary, Dodlor ; or can you fiiift without ? 
— Their bills come high. 

Sandf. Apothecare ! mine Gods ! me no 
vant de pothecare : for if de Englice patient 
don't fee van, two, tree bottle, and van, two, 
tree box of de pill; if he no take a de medicine, 
he don't think he be fick. — No, Sieur, me no 
put a de blifter; me no give de pill; nor no 
give de purge: me only feel de pulfe. Me 
have one fharme, dat vill make your van fliilds, 
de young ladie, ver well. 

Sir J. Pen. (afiomjljed^ to TimcthyJ A 
wonderful reafonable man this ! ey, Timothy ; 



A C O M £ Z> T. 187 

Timothy-, (to Penurious) That wou'd be a 
double lofs. 'Mifery ! mifcry ! the love of hU 
money is greater than the love of his daughter. 
(ajide. — 7(? the Do£for) Don't you cure the 
wind-cholick^ and the dropiy ? 

Sir J. Pen. Well dbferved, Tim. 

Sandf, Me cure all diforder, incident to 
de human bodies. 

Enter Betty in a fright, 

Betty. Lard ! Lard I Sir ! Miftrefs has 
been up in the chair a full hourj and more^ 
and her poor dear fpirits are quite extrafted : 
Pray, Mr* Doftor, come and fubfcribe to hen 

(Exit Betty.) 

Sir J. Pek. In the name of intereft, 1, 1 
thought her a dozing. — Come, Mr. Mr. Caft- 
water de Horfebank, follow me. (going) But 
DoAor, you may be of fervice to me ; no extra 
charge, now you arc here> ey, Dodtor. — ^I'm 
troubled with the wind; do you think, now, 
that you can fet me at liberty — give more free- 
dom ? 

Sandf. Sieur, me vil give you cure. 

(Re-enter Betty, while the Doffor is /peaking^ 

making JIgns t$ bim.y 

Sir 
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Sir J. Pen, Give me a cure! faith, that's 
generous. 

(^ Belly Reckons again,) 

Sandf. (going) I go, and be vid my one felf, 
and de houfe nrjuft be ver quiet ; for if de ladie 
was die, while me was in de houfe, me loft my 
reputation. 

Bettv. O pray. Sir, all the houfe (hall be 
compofing. 

Sir J. Pen. Then, Doftor, let's hurry ! 
let's hurry ! 

Timothy, (following) What a flint I have 
for a mafter ! — Agree as he thinks with the 
Doftor, to cure his daughter, as he wou'd for a 
piece of hedging and ditching ! O that he 
wou'd make me ferve my country ! 



c 



SCENE III. 



OPHIA aloncy/ealed. — Enler Betty, running. 



Betty. O ma'am ! he has a drefled himfelf 
to a miracle. — He's the very moral of the doc- 
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tor. — Here they come ; lean upon the chair ; 
no, ma'am, you had better lean upon me ; no, 
no, 1 thinks you had better be fainting~fmell 
to the bottle, and Til fan you a bit. 

Sophia. I protcft, I fear I fhall laugh i yet 
the joy, at the fight of him I love, may diffolve 
me into tears. 

Betty. What cry! — Lard, ma'am ! 

Enter Sir J. Penurious and Sandford. 

Sir J. Pen. There, Doftor, lies my daugh- 
ter, and now your patient, — I wou'd as foon 
lofe my eftate — hum ! 

S Aii DF. (^approaches) Mcvil fzve de patient, 
for de van half, (^fcclj her pulfe) 

Sir J. PE^J. I hope you will, Doftor; 
more of that another time. Come, Betty, 
doctors have queftions to a(k the fick, that may 
be thought indelicate for folks that are well to 
hear, {going.) 

Sandf. Ver good, ver good, you under- 

ftand de ceremonies : Sieur, if you pleafe. 

(pointing to the door. — Exeunt Penurious and 

Betty) Ah ! my dear Sophia ! my joy is fo 

great, I know not how to addrefs thee; yet, now 

I'm at liberty, I'll pour out my Ibul in raptures. 

(Jalutes.) 

Sophia. 



190 TH£ GENEROUS COUNTERFEIT, 

Sophia. Ah, Sandford ! Heaven fooner 
or later will point out a bright ftar, whofe light 
will fhine through the thickeft cloud, and finile. 
— And faithful love 

Sandf. (f^^Ung his beard) Pardon me, So- 
phia ; my tranfport was fo great, that I had loft 
recoUeftion. (pulls off his beard,) 

S,iR J. Pen. (glides in Joftly) So, fo, that's 
being very clofe, ey, Doftor, {Sandford holding 
his beard with one handy Sophia with the other.) 

Sandf. Sieur, Sieur, dis vas, dat vas me 
way ; me muft come in de wind of the dc pa- 
tient's breath, or me one charme have novartue. 

Sir J. Pen. Veryjuft, Dodlor ; for if the 
breath is tainted, our Englifh faculty pronounce 
the patient far gone, (aftde) Surprifing man ! 
he muft make a fwinging fortune by his charms, 
if our Englifh apothecaries don't waylay him, 
for being an enemy to medicine. (Exit.) 

Sandf. Fortune once more has allowed 
me, Sophia, to gaze on thee, my long loft 
care, with rapture and new delight. 

Sophia. O Sandford ! indeed you left me, 
expofed to trials the moft kvcrt : imprifoned by 
my own father ; fliut up from the fweet convcrfc 
of friends, the light of heaven, and with but 
barely a fufficiency of the common neceflarics 
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I brought your Ihipwrcck home to myfelf, and 
drew the fad comparifon. — My imprifonment, 
and the tyranny of a father, became familiar to 
me i but your death — - — (in tears) tho' I durft 
not mourn after the connmon cuftom, my heart 
was deeply robed with weeping crape. 

Sandf. Your tender concern is fo deeply 
wrought in my foul, that time itfelf can ne'er 
erafe it.— I fhou'd have long ere now have 
refcucd you from the infults of an unfeeling 
father. But at the time I intended our union, 
a fummons arrived to attend, inftantly, my fliip 
at Spithead; which I obeyed. — It was a time of 
aftual fcrvice 3 a non-compliance, or a refig- 
nation wou'd have been both cowardly and dif- 
honourable. — My king, my country called me, 
and fortune gave me vidkory. — But now I've 
furmounted thofe difficulties, and gained both 
honour, and an increafe of fortune, with you, 
I truft, to Ihare it with me. 

Sophia. Let your defence ceafe ; I for- 
give, and think your conduft great and ex- 
emplary. 

Sandf. Your approbation, and forgivenefs, 
prove to me an additional viftory. 

Sophia. Forgivenefs ! Every paOion in 
life fhou'd be facrificed to a country's in- 
tcreft. 

Sandf. 
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Sandf. Charming woman ! — But now let's 
:oncert the bed method to fecure liberty. Is 
Jiere no place of quiet. 

Sophia- We'll retire to my clofet, (going) 
where we may remain undifturbed 5 this way. 

{^Exeunt.) 



End of the Second Act. 



ACT 
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III. 



SCENE 1. 



Enter Sir J. Penurious and Sandford, 



Sir J. Penurious. 

WELL, Mr. Mr, Call — ^waterbank, how 
is flie now ? 
Sandf. Sometirhes well, and fometimes not 
well ; his lungs be cout, and his livers be cout> 
but de heart be van littel bit on de van fide. 

Sir J. Pen. I thought fo, Doftor,- 'tis a 

love-ficknefs j 'twas the rogue Sandford's doings; 

but now he's gone to the bottom, to a whale's 

>elly, Doftor, one monfter gone into another, 

ut, Doftor, do you now, in your honeft opi- 

on, think that you can fet her heart upright ? 

I'm anxious to know it, tho' I wou'd not 

O 



you underftand me Dodor. 

Sandf. Me forfeit de life, if mc no 
a de heart ver well. But, Sieur, de j 
vants de prieft for pray, van petit m 
vid her. 

Sir J. Pen. A prieft ! What the c 
parfon come to my houfe ! — With all my 
Do6lor; it looks well too on her fide 
begins to relent for her manifold of 
againft me. 



E»fer Betty (in hafte.) 

Betty. Sir, Mifs is all devotions^ 
wants to know if Mr. ClalTic is come. 

Sir J. Pen. Come ! the devil I he's n( 
for yeti here, Timothy, I fay, Timothy : 
go fend me Timothy. 

Betty, {afide) O laws ! if he did but 
our contrivance. (^ 

Sandf. It vill be ver prepare for 
ihilds, to have de frefli air in de fields. 

Sir J. Pen. TU be as good as my 
Doftor, not ftir a yard without my dwellii 
(he's ftrong enough for exercife, let her 
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tbout in the galleries ; fling open the cafementSj 
there's air enough to work a windmill. 

Sandf. Dat vas, as you vas pleafe to ordere, 
I go give my direftione. {Exit Sandford.) 



Enter Timothy, 

Sir J. Pen. Timothy, go this inftant, take 
old Crop ; don't hurry him, Tim j and fetch 
Parfon Claffic to thy miftrefsj don't hurry, 
Tim, thou knoweft his wind is a little touched, 
(Timothy going) Hold, hold, Tim i doft know 
the hour the parfon dines ? I wou'd not have 
him come dinnerlefsi I, I don't like to be 
difturbcd myfelf, 'tis ungentcel ; take care, do 
thy bufinefs well, and I'll reward thee hand- 
fomely. 

Timothy. I hope foon— 'Twill be all for 
the good of my country. 

Sir J. Pen. I'll — go, go, and bring the 
parfon. {Exit Tim.) 

Enter Betty (in a hurry.) 

Betty. Sir ! Sir ! here is the deuce and all 
a come, Mr. Overton, Mifs Angelica, and, and 
pox take his name, ho. Captain O'Larum, I 

( O 2 thinks 
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thinks they call um. — Lard ! Lard ! Sir John, 
if I bean*t a mod abftradled out of my fenfes : 
the Butcher has not called this week. 

Sir J. Pen. The devil they are ! Come 
without invitation ! — Well, if they will intrude, 
and ftay dinner^ get them fome eggs and 
pickled pork, and apple turnovers, with a ftout 
cruft ; if they don't like my fiire, no harm done, 
cy, Betty — but where are they ? 

Betty. Lard, Sir, in the porch, waiting 
entrance, this quarters hour. 

Sir J. Pen. Throw open the door, Ihew 
them into the parlour, I muft go elfewhere, they 
muft wait my return ; I, I hear the brown fow 
has pigg'd. {Exit.) 

Betty, I fay pigs! — no amufings, but his 
brutes.-*-! wifh I were married, and out of it.— 
I don't know what to make of Timothy ^ he'll 
neither marry, nor let it alone; as hot as a 
heater one hour, and the next as cold as a dog's 
nofe. — Well, to be fure, I have been blameful : 
ay, if I was formerly as fenfible as I am now, 
he fhou'd have kept his diftancc I warrant. — 
O dear ! the company in the porch. 

{Exit in a hurry 4) 
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SCENE II. 



Enter Captain O'Lary, Overton, and 

Angelica. 

O'Lary. I conceive that we are the firft 
inhabitants that have vifited thefc walls for a 
century or two. — ^Faith, and 1 believe, that fire 
is as great a ftranger here, as humanity and 
juftice are to an Englifh Nabob.-^Faith, and 
that's the truth. 

Overton. As clear as bribery is peculiar 
to candidates in a contefted cleftion. — No 
wonder. Captain, that great fums arc amaffed, 
when living in this obfcurity. 

O'Lary. Sure you cannot call it living, 
but breathing I and that too in a little way. 

Ang. No wonder that Sophia is given to 
lownefs of fpirits, when confined in this un- 
wholefome place — better fhe had been the 
daughter of a peafant. 

Overton. Tm matter of an expedient that 
will probe the hoard, and glveitfun-fhinei you 
fhall gather in the harveft when you arc mar- 
ried, cy, Angelica. 

O 3 E)itcr 



leem it a favour to fee you, ma'am ; there is 
lobody with her but the Doftor. 

Ang. rU wait on my coufin. — I follow 
rou, Mrs. Betty, {going) 

O'Lary. Will you not go, and take me 
vith you, if it be no ill manners ? Faith, that's 
I trick as foreign to an Irifh officer, as luxury 
s to this houfe here : if I wou'd not follow you 
:oo— if it was no offence to you. Sir, and the 
)ld baronet. 

Overton. Not the lead offence, and I dare 
infwer for Sir John, (afide. — To the Captain) 
x may better anfwer the intention of the vifit 
take him alone ; and you may be the better 
udge, and bring me word, if flie's likely to pop 
Dff. — mum ! 

O'Larv. Faith, if your knowledge in thefe 
ittle arts here wou'd not out-wit the greatefl 
lefuit in all Ireland : and, let me tell you, 
:hat's no fmall bufinefs, my jewel, {going.) 

Overton. Let me alone, where policy is 
required. Well, you had better go— my com- 
pliments. 
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O'Lary. But wc arc gone, fo your fervant. 
(Exeunt Captain, Angelicdy and Betty.) 

Overton. Now's my time to ufe my per- 
fuafive artillery — I'll lift him to the bottom^ 
and find out if he has any real affection for his 
Ton, and whether his anger againfl Sophia burns 
now in his bofom with the fury it did, when he 
firft difcovcred the affair of Sandford.^ — If there's 
but the leaft fpark of that refentment left there, 
rU nourilh it ; and all attempts on her fide for 
pardon (hall prove ineffeftual; and if I find 
him well difpofed towards Jack, Angelica (hall 
marry him immediately.-— Then all my ambi- 
tion will be gratified, my daughter (hall affum^ 
the title of lady, and be at the head of the firft 
eftate in the country. — Oho, here he comes. 

Enter Penurious. 

Sir J. Pen. I heard of you, neighbour 
Overton, and (hou'd have waited of you fooner, 
but bufinefs, bufinefs, Maftcr Overton — my 
hoggery and poultry yard, 

Overton. I'm alhamed, I beg, Sir — bufi- 
nefs of itfelf is a fufficient apology ; we cou'd 
not cxift without bufinefs. — Trade and com- 
merce are the main fprings that fupport the 
profpcrity of the nation, 

O 4 Sir 
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Sir J. Pen. So they arc, fo they are ; bufinefs, 
bufinefs. Matter Overton, is health to the body, 
and profit, the greateft comfort to the foul. 

Overton. Moft certainly. Sir; I defy the 
mod confummate politician, or deepcft learned 
philofopher, to go counter to your affertion. 

Sir. J.Pen. To be fure, experience has 
taught me to know the difference betv^^een the 
purchafing of lands at two and half per cent, 
when fix, eight, and ten offers in bank-ftock. — 
I am a patriot of old, and place too found an opi- 
nion in government fecurity, to think of a 
fponge. It never, never can happen, Mafter 
Overton. But, but have you dined? — What's 
come of the Captain, and your daughter An- 
gelica ? 

Overton. Gone to pay her refpefts to So- 
phia, and the Captain accompanied her. — I'm 
happy to hear ilie's better — worfc 1 mean. 
{rfide,) 

Sir T. Pi^n. This outlandifli Dotftor has 
found out her diibrder. 

Ovi:rton. The devil he has ! {ofide') 

Sir J. Pen. Did you fay you had dined ? 

Overton. I thank you. Sir, for your oblig- 
ing concern ; I dine at home — I have a haunch 
gf venifon for dinner. 

Sir 
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Sir J. Pen. Venifon ! Venifon is fine eating, 
light food and eafy of digeftion. — 'Twas well 
you ordered dinner at home ; my maid Betty 
tells me, we have no butcher's meat in the 
houfe. (afide) Venifon ! 

Overton. All houfckeepers in the country 
are liable to thefe accidents ; befides the wea- 
ther is hot, and meat won't keep. 

Sir J. Pen. Confumed hot; the flics are 
mortal enemies to frelh meat, which is the rea- 
fon I don't overftock the larder. 

Overton. A very prudent thought, Sii 
John. I beg your ear to bufinefs, bufinefs of the 
mod urgent and prefling nature. May I, with* 
out offence, be permitted to be an advocate and 
mediator between you and your fon ? 

Sir J. Pen. I have not quarrelled witi: 
him : I pay him his quarterly allowance on th( 
day it becomes due j befides a debt of thirtj 
(hillings to a furgeon — to a furgeon, Mafl:ej 
Overton ! 

Overton. Your allowance to him. Sir, i; 
very inadequate to fupport him in the line o 
a gentleman. — It wou'd, therefore, be but com- 
mon juftice to increafe his allowance. 

Sir J. Pen. My blefiing, if he pleafes, bu 
lot a penny more : if he had been content tc 



Overton. I am happy to find you attached 
to him. 

Sir J. Pen. Attached to him ! why I love 
him, as every fenfible father ought to love ; 
which is the only reafon I ftint^him, that he 
might know how to live in the world. — Cannot 
he be content till harveft comes home, 'till I 
am dead ? Why, Mafter Overton, my favings 
are like tenants at rack rent ; fave all they can 
within the year, left their landlord turn them out 
at the end of it : — And when my body is with- 
out life, and can't be renewed, he'll have quiet 
pofleftion of Dungmore Place, and all the ap- 
purtenances thereunto belonging. 

Overton. Your conduft. Sir, is exem- 
plary, and will be a bright model, ftruck to 
fucceeding generations. — Charming ! delight- 
ful! (afide.) 



Enter Timothy — his face dirty. 

Timothy. I have brought the parfon, gave 
him the faddle, and mounted the crupper my- 
felf — ^poor gentleman, he has no keep fopone. 

Sir J, Pen. In the name of intereft, what. 
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Crop carry double ! Had I known it, I wou'd 
have feen all the cloth in the Red Sea. 

Overton. My vifit has fully anfwered the 
intention; next for the wedding, (qfide) I fear, 
I intrude. Sir John; your mod obedient, {going.) 

Sir J. Fen. Family concerns, you fee. 
Sir; your icrvant (Exit Overton — as be goes 
outy Penurious exclaims afide) May this venifon 
be the laft ! I fear Crop is worfted ; I fhall 
never meet his fellow — little hay and lefs oats 
keep him. But where is the parfon ? Hey day ! 
how in this pickle ? 



Re-enter Overton. 

Overton. Sir, I beg ten thoufand pardons^ 
for being thus remifs, in not requefting the 
honour of your company to dine with me ; as 
you are not furniftied with butcher's meat, I 
may hope for that happinefs. 

Sir J. Pen. (in agreeable confujion) Sir, 
Sir, I, I'll accept your kind ofFer, and try if I 
can eat a morfel ; I love venifon : wait a mo- 
ment, and ril accompany you.— But what of 
the parlbn, Timothy ? 

Timothy, Ah ! poor gentleman, he's xn the 
kitchen. 



Sir J, Pen. In the kitchen ! — ^What in the 
name of intereft, has he not dined ? 

Timothy. Dined ! I thought 'twas all over 
with his dining, preaching, and my butlerfhip. 
If there was a bait in his way^ I don't think 
his jaws in tune, for he has not a grinder 
left; a great mercy too, we were not forfeited 
by law. 

Sir J. Pen. (dijcovers great anxiety) For- 
feited ! be explicit, I don't underftand thee. 

Timothy, Have a little patience, and you 
fhall hear — why you muft know, miraculous 
cfcape ! — 'twas well it was no worfe. 

Sir J. Pen. Zounds ! why torment me ? — 
Miracles ! what miracles have you performed ? 

Timothy. Why, misfortunes will happen. 

Sir J, Pen. Crop has met with no mif- 
fortune ? 

Timothy. To cut the matter fliort, you 
fliall hear the truth : — You mud know. Sir, 
why 

Sir J. Pen. Damn your whys ! (walks 
elout impatiently) I'll be why 'd no longer ; out 
v/ith the truth. 

Timothy. Juft as I was going lo fay be- 
fore ; as Nvc three. Crop, the parfon, and my- 
fclf wei'c entering the backGde, full trot, not a 
gallop, Crop ftuck his foot in the rat drain, 

when 
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when fmack w,cnt the curate like a (hot, and 
lay, poor gentleman, on the ground, divided in 
three parts ; his body in the duck-pond, his hat 
in the fink, and his wig on the dunghill, and, 
and 

Sir J. Pen. ( dijcovers great impalietice) No 
more of your ands, I, I fliall run mad. 

Timothy. Have but a little patience, I 
am after my ftory — yes I am, I have it, hem. — 
As Crop ftuck his foot in the rat drain, — ^lefc 
his fhoe behind ; and as he flumbled, down 
he came all fours, killed the old turkey cock, 
and three pouts; — bow wow went the dogs 
—grunt went the fow — fqueak cries a roafter; 
and, mercy on us ! 'twas a mercy indeed, the 
poor gentleman was not fmothered. I received 
no other damage, than breaking the back fatten- 
ing of my breeches. 

Sir J. Pen. (walks dijordered) The fowls 
are a lofs. Crop narrowly efcaped it. — Haft 
found his fhoe, Timothy ? 

Timothy. 'Twas well I found my life, and 
the curate's hat and perriwig. 

Enter Classic, with a book under his arm. 

Sir J. Pen, So, Parfon, I hear you made 
a ftumble, as you entered the backfide. 
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Classic. I wi(h I had not entered it at 
all ; but fate fo ordained it. — Your brute. Sir, 
by a falfe movement, was near hurrying me from 
a finite, to an infinite region ; yoilr domeftic 
Mr. Timothy can witnefs my atteftations. 

Timothy. Every joint will bear witnefs. 

Sir J. Pen. Every man to his bufinefs, 
Parfon : I have nothing to do with infinite 
things, with worlds I never faw, not I ; my con- 
cerns lie here — witnefs my poultry — ay, and my 
horfe too was as near it, as nineteen (hillings 
and eleven pence are to twenty. — So, I fee you 
have your materials (pointing to the book.) 

Classic. Tm never without, when I travel 
in the way of my funftion. When the trumpet 
founds, the fpirit (hou'd give way — I prefume 
that the fpirit workcth in the bofom of the 
nffli<^ed ; 'tis praife worthy I fliou'd fet it at 
reft; I cou'd with, therefore, to proceed to my 
duty.' 

Sir J. Pen. She's prepared for you ; bur, 
Parfon, arc there not fome little fees tacked to 
thefe ceremonies? If fo, I had better difchargc 
them : I dine out, therefore w^ou'd not have you 
flay. — Mafter Overton, faith I have kept you 
waiting; 1 hope the venifon is not worded. 

Overton. My time is yours. Sir; I beg 
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Classic. (/^ Peuurious) There is by ftatute 
law eftablifhed^ in the canons ecclefiaftical^ a 
trifling provifion for the cloth ; but, but, hum 
—when we adminifter to the affluent, we expcft 
an increafc of fees — I, I think it meet, I Ihou'd 
forward my duty j thofc concerned therein may 
be impatient. 

Sir J. Pen. I am conformable to the laws 
of my country, Parfon ; but never, never pay 
more fees or taxes than the law demands. — I 
never rebel againft the conftitution, neither in 
church or flatc. — I love old cuftoms, old laws I 
revere, I hear of new ones to be inftituted, but 
I don't hold them good in the main. I abomi- 
nate infringcmcnts-i— I detcft the idea of lopping 
off from the conftitution, akho* I'm fond of 
lopping trees. Well, Parfon, I think your 
afliftance neceflary — Come here, this way, go 
to the end of that paflage, turo on your right, 
and the firft door on your left, you'll fee fome 
chains hang to, and within that door you'll 
find my daughter ; and do your bufinefs as the 
law direfts. 

Classic Moft pioufly and devoutly — Arc 
you inclined to partake ? 

Sir J. Pen. Who me*! ha! ha! Tm in 
health, and want no affiftance ; juft goiiig to 
partake of a haunch of venifon. Parfon, I 



9 1 
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fliou'd have alked you to dine with me; but, Joxi 
fee, I dine out. 

Classic. Sir, Sir, 'twas my duty-^a good 
appetite to you — ^your fervant. (going) The 
firft on the right, and the firft on the left* 
O ! how I long to fay grace to the haunch of 
venifon ! (afide) {Exit,) 

Sir J. Pen. I hope this Parfon and his 
preaching has not over-roafted the venifon. 
{gci^tg) Flere, Timothy, go tell the Captain and 
Angelica, I dine with Mr. Overton. Faith I'm 
hungry : come, coufin Overton, (gcing) my good 
friend Overton. 

Overton. No, Sir, by no means, I follow 
you. l^his venifon fhall pay well for it's fauce 
and drefPing too. (afide.) (Exeunt.) 

TiMoTHv. (alo)ie) Any where but eating 
at home; it colts nothing then. — What a plague 
is all this greatnefs between Sir John and 
Mr. Overton; a fly, over-reaching rafcal, not 
worth hanging for his hide. — What can it mean? 
O ! I have it, yes I have — now he wants to make 
Sir John's will and teftament, and ferve him 
as he did 'Squire Eafy, when he was dying, in- 
ftead of giving the eftate and chattels, as the 
'Squire defa*ed in his Will, to his own relations, 
he gave them all to himfelf j and who knows, 
but he may ferve Sir John, the fame trick. 



> but then Sir John an't fick, and don't 
t a Will made yet— no, that's not it.— Well> 
5 will bring things about. I'll go and give 
y a falute, and hear what's going forward— 
'le dickens ! I forgot the Captain and Mifs , 
rton. {ExU in a hurry.) 



End of the Third Act. 



ACT 



IV. 



SCENE 



Unter Captain O'Lary, Captain Sanc 
and Classic. 

O'Lary. 

NEVER trouble your head about tha 
Prieft — I fwear by my foul, ai 
Patrick too, who is now, let me tell yt 
iirft great faint in all Ireland; that you 
was more right in all your praftice. 

Classic. I have done my duty, an 
you profit thereby — you'll not forget tc 
tion Lazarus Claflic to the Right Re 
Father, Lord Bifliop of thisdiocefe; a 
of arts, huJband to one wife, and father 
children, male and female; a ftiepherd o 
churches, at ten pounds a flock per annu 

Sandf. On the word of an honeft 

Mr. Claffic, your intereft ftiall not be neg! 

3 Cl 
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Classic. You'll have the prayers of a poor, 
tho' an honeft clergyman, fo we part in peace, 
according to the word. (Exit.) 

O'Lary. Poor fellow ! Of all the paftors in 
his way, but he is the leaneft. 

San Dr. Thirty pounds a year, and twelve 
in family. Captain, wou*d foon bring the mod 
corpulent of his dignitaries upon a level with 
himfelf. 

Enfer Servani with a letter, gives it to the 

Captain^ and exit. 
O'Lary. {opens the letter in aflutter) The 
devil a word fhall I fpeak while I read ; but 
you (hall hear it when I have done, {reads the 
letter.) 

" My dear Captain, 

** Bravo ! bravo ! my honeft port has fearched 
*^ out the inmoft receflcs in the old rafcal's 
"heart; and produced the moft favourable 
** fymptom in Jack's favour. He means to 
*^ leave him all at his death, he loves him, and 
'* only feigns being difpleafed. Jack is here, 
** and has made his peace, and we have in con- 
" junftion incrwifed his abhorrence of Sophia. 
*« Bravo ! bravo ! my noble Captain. — A whif- 
" per in your car — I have difpatched Jack for 



*' die Licence, who will Toon be here. If 
" is nor gone, the knot may be tied bci 
" curmudgeon rL-turns, who now lies 
" drunk at my houfc, fnoring as loud 
'* oldeft fow in his hoggery. Adieu, n 
*' friend ; and believe me all yours, 

" Skeak Ov 
" P. S. If die Parfon is averfe, 
" him with a bribe, and I'll double you i 
*' for your fcrvice." 

O'Lary. What! Captain O'Lary t 
the honour of a foldier, to be a hirel 
take a bribe, and in a bufinefs fo entirely 
all nature ! 

Sandf. Incorrigible villain ! Art m;; 
per for a feafon ; but honeft integrity w: 
on the nioft turbulent fea when treachi 
falfehood will fink beneath the fmooth 
of a calm. 



£«/«■ Sophia to the Captain. 

Sophia. Angelica has withdrawn to t 
den, and defires your attendance there 
diacely. 

O'Lary. To be fure, on zephyr's 
run. (Exit Ci 
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Sandf. Well, Sophia, for the j3refent I 

fliall not refume the habit of my profeflion : 

I banifli the do6tor, and appear in my real cha- 

rafter. 

Sophia. Upon my honour, Sandford, you 

ift the counterfeit fo well ; had you not given 

me the mod lively proofs, I don't know whether 

I Ihou'd not have doubted your fincerity. 

Sandf. And by the fame rule, permit mc 
to applaud your performance, — Well, child, all 
doubts are now removed — my next care fhall 
be to cultivate the bounty fortune has thrown 
in my way, by reftoring you to your liberty. 

Sophia. Heigh ho ! 

Sandf. Your fighs diftrefs me : this is not 
a moment to give way to melancholy. 

Sophia. There arife fome fcruples — one 
circumftance I have concealed from you, that 
grieves me to the foul. 

Sandf. From my foul, I give you full ab- 
folution, before you utter another fy liable. 

Sophia. You are too good. — This circum- 
ftance refts here ; that by my uncle's Will, 
Fm not of age till I am twenty-five : there- 
fore, my fortune is fufpended, till that time 
arrives. 

Savdf. (cla/ps her in his arms) O fie! 
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thank Neptune, gun-powder, and Britifh tars, 
I have enough to fupport you as a gentle- 
woman ; tho' not with the dignity of a firft- 
rate equipage — 1 confide in your prudence. 

Sophia. Equipage! I want none; a jour- 
ney on foot with you I ftiou'd prefer to all 
the magnificence and pomp of princes. Hap- 
pinefs, and not grandeur, has ever been my 
objed : and, I'm fure, the ruffet cottage has 
truer felicity under it's roof, than the pompous 
Lord that claims it. 

Sandf. I hope the coach will be punftual, 
then, Sophia, you Ihall bid adieu to this gloomy 
abode; and ever after find, I hope, in me, the 
felicity nature formed you for. (jaking her 
hand,) 

Enter Betty, frighted. 

Betty. Lard, ma'am ! O Lard, Sir ! we are 
all gone to pot, gone to pot indeed ! 

Sophia, {aftonijhed) What means all this? 
Who's gone ? 

Betty. Lard ! Lard ! I, I have fuch a flut- 
teration of, of the heart — I (hall be turned 
away, and Timothy too : mafter knows all 
about it, he does, he does. 

Sandf. Be more compofed— What docs he 
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know ? I hope neither you nor Timothy have 
a6led difhoneftly. 

Betty. O dear Sir! you mifprehend mc; 
fome diabolicus perfon has told Sir J ohn, that 
you was at the Antelope, alive, and not dead- 
only think of that; and is now tearing and 
fwearing, locking and bolting all the backfides 
about the houfe. 

Sophia. Unfortunate difcovery ! O Sand- 
ford, protect me ! I dread his fury ! he*ll make 
me the objeft of his revenge. 

Sandf. At the expence of my life. — Per- 
haps he may not have difcovered my dilguife^ 
I'll wait calmly the event. 

Sophia. If thou art difcovered, he may 
ufe fome unkind expreflions that may provoke 
thy vengeance. — He is an old man — my father, 
tho' my perfecutor — ufe him tenderly, (going. J 

Sandf. Delay a moment. — ^Whatever abufc 
he may beftow on Sandford, both his age, and 
his fair daughter, forbid violence. It wou*d 
fink the charadler of an Englifh feanjan, to ufe 
violence to an old man, who's not capable of 
felf-defence ; tho' his conduft merits retaliation. 
^Penurious blufters behind tbejcenes) Ho ! here 
he comes ; let's withdraw, (going) and be com- 
forted under this idea; that counterfeiting a 
profeflion or a paffion, under circumftances 



. •! 



ai6 THE OElfERbUS^COUKTBllFBIT^ 

13ce oxsn, is neither di%raceful nor diihdnouN 
ablc-^Herc he conie$j let's mend our pace, 

(Exeunt haJHfy,) 

Sir J: Penurious, hbind^ 

Sir J, Pen. Where is my daughter ? {enters) 
Here, TimotKy ! I fay, Timothy ! Betty ! Nobody 
nruikeanfwer; gormandizing'^ — ^ay, ay, that trade 
never fails in my houfe. Here, Timothy ! I fmcll 
a rat ; my drawers may have been laid open, and 
rifled of their contents : I muft fee to that, {gpi^i 
bafiily, meeting the doSar) So Doctor, you have 
preferved my daughter's life, to be my tormen- 
tor ; better flie had never lived : but, but Vil pre-. 
vent future frolicks— Ihe fhall be imprifoned, 

Sandf, O Sieur, you will kill your daugh- 
ters, if you put him inde prifone* 

Sir J. Pen, With all my heart, Do6bor; 
ihe had better die under my lock and key, than 
be cxpofcd to the mifcreant Sandford. — ^Here^ 
Timothy, Timothy, I lay ! (walks about.) 

Sandf. (j0de) Such undeferved epithet^ 
chill my blood, yet I muft have patience, 

Snt0rs Timothy, rnhhing his eyesyjieepy. 

Timothy. Sir, Sir, yes Sir, what Sir, who 
Sir I what's the matter now. Sir ? 

Sir 



Sir J. Pen. Too much by half. Sir — Sand- 
ford is come to life ! I'm in danger of mine, my 
houfe befct and plundered of all nriy induftry— 
I am a murdered man, Timothy, I am, I am. 

Timothy. Murdered ! By a dead man ! Ghofts 
never kill ; they only come to frighten folks. 

Sir J. Pen. You lie, rafcal ! So did I think 
him dead, food for fome hungry whale ; but 
it has cad him out again. 

TiMOTH Y . Poor gentleman ! I wifli it were 
true. 

Sir J. Pen. What, traitor] wifli him alive! 
— So, fo, fo, my own fervants plot againft me. 
I, I tell thee 'tis true ; I had it chapter and verfc 
from my good friend Overton. Go tell your 
miftrefs I want her; no, I'll go myfelf. — Come, 
Doftor, your are an honed man, lend your 
affiftance once more, and (he (hall fhift for 
herfelf. 

Sandf. You put yourfelf in paflion, you 
kill your van daughters. 

Sir J. Pen. I'll do the bufinefs completely. 
She's my daughter, and my daughter is my pro- 
perty, (going) Ho! here lie comes !— murder ! 
help! help! 

Enter 



worthy ! my dear friend, is it you ? I thought 
you Sandford. (/hakes hands) Stand by me.— 
But, but how came you admitted ? I thought 
my doors fecured. 

Overton. I perceived the great gate in 
motion, and difcovercd your fervant laden with 
provifions for the hoggery } when, on my earned 
entreaty, I was admitted. — And now, Sir, I am 
here, permit mc to be your proteftor j and be 
afliired, thdt Sandford is this moment on your 
premifes. 

Sir J. Pen. Aye ! 

Timothy, (afjde) I fmell a rat, 

Overton. Upon my honour, I faw the 
wretch ; and knowing your antipathy, purfued 
him, and fhou'd have reduced the runagate 
to atoms ; but, fortunate for him, I loft fight 
of him : being fenfible of his danger, he acce- 
lerated his pace. 

Timothy, (afide) 'Tisfalfe — O ! but then, 
'tis honourable — I never knew what honour was 
before — a liar. 

Sir J. Pen. Thank you, thank you heartily. 
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my dear friend. What an a£t of friendlhip i I 
think we may take him up by the vagrant 
aft i the rdguc has no vifible means.- — This in- 
ftant will I put my daughter under lock — I'll be 
her keeper — I'll turn the key — follow mej I 
dare not move alone. 

Sandf. You no have care, fhe be in de fit. 

Overton. No matter, Doftor j (he's a fly, 
artful, wicked ftrum — -ja — jade. 

Sir J. Pen. Gad fo, what! ey! how, Maf- 
ter Overton ! my daughter a ftrumpet ! The 
Penurious family was never given that way; 
but, pray, your afllftance. (g^i^g) 

Overton. Zounds ! I fear he has fome little 
affecflion for her. {afide) Pardon the unguarded 
cxpreflion ; the warmth of my intention is but 
too much devoted to your intereft, and the 
honour of your family. — I have done her bufi- 
nefs, and Angelica's too — I am rivetted in his 
heart, (afide) Sir, I follow you, and, at the 
hazard of my life, I'll protedl your perfon and 
property. (Exeunt.) 

Timothy, (following) They have fprung 
a mine, and only want a match to blow us 
all up. 



SCENE 
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Sntir Sir Jc^hn PsNVRlouSi Oitertov, 4^ 

SAtfDFORD. 

Sir J. Pen. So, Mifs, you muft return to 
your (Joiifinemcrtt $ yout Ibver is come to life. I 
iiiall have you beat the march after him-— to 
prifon, prepare yourfclC — to prifbn* 

SoEHjA. To prifon ! Heaveii forbid ! 

Sir J. Pen. Nor HelJ, nor heaven diaJl for- 
bid it. — Sandfbrd's about my houfe; and you 
go to your hiding place. 

Sophia. I feel hafppy — the account of his 
death was premature. 

Sir J. Pen. The devil you do! feel happy 
at what makes itie miferable ! — But no matter, 
I fee your drift, and will prevent your iport.— • 
A thought ftrikes me ! Here, Tmothy ! 

Enter Timothy. 

Timothy, (anjwers behind) Yes, Sir, yes, 
Sir. 
Sir J» Pen. Go fetch me a Bible. 

5 TlMOTHYt 
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Timothy. A bible! bible ! I never faw it 
fince at Dungoiore place I have lived. — YeSj 
yes, I have : Tpm hog- boy has fomething like it* 

Sir J. Pe)h. I thought not; books I ever have 
had an avcrfion to ; they are a bad foil, and pro- 
duce nodiing but idlenefs and romance. Go, 
Timothy, feek Tom's book, and bring me pen, 
ink, and paper. (Exif TimQthy) I wifh he mayn't 
be fonder of his book than my hogs. Mr. 
Overton, you arc a juftice of the peace, and 
fliall fwear that baggage there — -any charge for 
private fwearing ? 

Overton. O! dear Sir, no charge; the 
honour of your commands is ample reward. 

(JSandford whiff ers Sophia.) 

Sir J. Pen. Sir, you are very polite — ^I love 
^litenefs and good breeding myfclf. 
Sandp. {afide) Damnable fycophant ! 

Enter Timothy, with 4 book, paper, and ink. 

Timothy. Here he is, and the reft of 
um — O ! I forgot the table, (lays them on the 
floor y and returns haflify with a Table. J 

(Sir John Penurious kneels to the Table.) 

Timothy, (ajidej I never faw him pray 
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Sir J. Pek. My houfe has been a prifon 
this two years ; rm weary of the office of turn- 
key ; it (hall be a prifon no longer. 

Sophia, (to Penurious) This is kind indeed. 
Sir. 

Sir J. Pen. Don't let your mind be tuned 
too high i although your body may be at liberty, 
your inclinations fhall be ftronger fettered than 
ever. — Fetch me a chair, Timothy. (ExitT'imo* 
thy) Let me fee, this is the loth day of June, 
in the evening. (Timoihy returns with a cbair, 
— Penurious /eatedy and writes.) 

Timothy, (afide) 'Twas a (hort prayer, it 
fu its him beft. 

Sir J. Pen. I, Sir John Penurious, Baronet, 
do hereby promifc to pay my daughter, Sophia 
Penurious, the fum of ten thoufand pound^ 
on demand, on condition that (he, the faid 
Sophia, doth not marry Captain Sandford, 
from the day and hour herein mentioned, as 
witnefs my hand. Penurious. (Getting up) 
This inftrument will prevent future depreda* 
tions, — Come, girl, — Mafter Overton, adminif- 
ter the oath. — What, Mifs ! look you fulky ? 
Dare you objedl to my will and pleafure ? 

Sophia. My objeftions can but little avail. 
Sir ; your commands (hall be obeyed. 

Sir J. Pen. Thy obedience lets thee at 
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iibcrty.— Adminiftcr, adminiftcr. Matter Over- 
ton, (giving him the took, which Overton opens. J 

Overton, (turning over the leaves) This 
is no bible. 

Sir J, Pen. What a plague can it be ? Let 
mc examine. — True, it is not Englilh, it muft: 
be Greek, Hebrew, or Latin. 

Overton. *Tis a Latin Herbal; yes, yes, 
I'm clear of it. 

Sir J. Pen. It may be German for what 1 
know. — What fay you, Doftor ? you are learned j 
befides, *tis your country language. 

Sandf. Shermans ! (looking at it) It be no 
more Shermans, than the devil be Shermans. 

Sir J. Pen. In the name of intereft, what 
outlandilh fpccch can it be of ! Timothy, go 
call Tom to me, that he may explain the 
myftery. 

Timothy, (bawling) Tom ! hog-boy ! fel- 
low fervant. {Tom anfwers) this way. 

{Exit Timothy.) 

Overton. Tm pofitivc 'tis Latin. — What ! 
ajuftice of the peace not know the dead lan- 
guages ! 

Re-enter Timothy, and Tom* 

Timothy. Take thy book, and read the 
Latin. -* 

Sir 



224 "THE G^NWOUS COUNTERFEIT, 

Sir J. Pen, What country language is thU 
Bible written in ? 

Tom. Cot plefs her, her's no Piple, her is 
from Wales. 

Sir J. Pen. The devil ! What the Latin 
turned into Welch at laft ! 

Tom. It was no Latins; it was a Welch 
Dick-fhon-harry, her nr.other gave her to learn 
Englilh, when her travelled to England to noakc 
his fortune. 

Sir J. Pen. A Welch Dictionary to learn 
Englifh ! — Well, you have explained the myf- 
tery very fully indeed; you may go to your 
work. 

Tom. Is, ftiure, and feed the bacuns. 

{Exeunt Timothy and Tom.) 

Overton. The inftrument you have juft 
drawn is not ftriftly regular ; and, I conceive, 
there may be a poflibility of evading your in* 
tention. 

Sir J. Pen. My life on the validity of the 
inftrument ; and further, Ihe fwore to keep it. 
Had (he indeed been fworn by a Diftionary, 
there might have been danger upon a dif* 
covery. 

Overton. Had I been aware of your in- 
tention, when you fent for the book, I fhou'd 
have prevented what has paft, (takes a JviaU 

black 
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ilack hook out of his 'pocket) This is the book 
that I ufc in the praftice of fwearing. 

Sir J. Pen. That's lucky; I hlvemany afcore 
of times kifled its fellow, but never examined the 
infide of any— |pt me fee. {Overton dijcovers a 
reluEtancy^ and inclined to put it in his pocket — 
^pens it) What in the name of intereft, a Lady's 
Diary I 

Overton, The, the contents are out of the 
queftion ; the intention is all. 

Sir J. Pen. What! Swear by an Alma- 
nack I 

Overton. 'Tis the mode in pradlice, and 
cuftom makes it lawful. 

Sir J. Pen. Well, well, if it is cuftomary, 
Tm fatisficd ; then proceed to bufinefs, admi- 
nifter — I don't like to be obftinate. 

Overton. A juftice of the Quorum has a 
great deal to rifque. Sir : one flip in the way of 
his praftice wou'd remain a perpetual blot in 
his fcutcheon. To, to be honed, I'm totally 
ignorant of the form of oath to be adminiftcred 
in this cafe. Delay a little, and I'll fend for 
the learned Juftice Burn, the great luminary of 
the Quorum. 

Sir J. Pen. Delays in law are dangerous, 
to be fure j but then, 'tis the falvation of the 
profeffion. 



Enter Timothy. 

Timothy. Captain O'Lary, Mifs Angelica, 
and Matter Jack, are come — Are they to have 
entrance ? 

Sir J. Pen. Yes, throw open the gate. 
(Timothy going) Hold, hold. — Mailer Overton, 
you'll difpatch the fwearing. Timothy, tell my 
fon to come to me ; I fhall be in my clofet. 
{^Exit "Timothy) Doftor, yoti may attend your 
patient. — O ! fear comes upon me, Sandford'^s 
afloat; guard me, guard me to my clofet. 

(Exeunt.) 



SCENE III. 

Penurious Jeated at a tabUy examines -papers. 

Sir J. Pen. Let me fee, ay, ten and five 
are fifteen^ good j fifteen hundred pounds at five 
per cent, very right; and the premium is equal 
to five more, better. — Yet confcience — What 
the devil has a gentleman to do with confcience ? 

4 — ru 
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— ril lay confciencc afide, and let Mr. Needy, 
the mortgagee know, I fhall foreclofe, unlefs 
he pays off the debt ; yet I know 'tis out of his 
power : What have I to do with that ? that's his 
bufine/s. — Ten per cent, is not to flip through 
my fingers, becaufe confcience interferes. — I'll 
advance him the remaining fum, and take pof- 
fcfljon. 

Enter Jack Penurious. 

Sir J. Pen. Well^ Sir, I fuppofe neceffity 
brought you here. 

Jack Pen. You are right. Sir. 

Sir J. Pen. I'm never wrong. Sir; never 
out in my calculations. — Give me my fecurity, 
and I'll not detain you, tho' *tis mighty incon- 
venient for me juft now to part with the money, 
— Your receipt, (gives if, and returns a draught 
at fix weeks.) 

Jack Pen. (looks at it) A draught at fix 
weeks. 

Sir J. Pen, I know it. Sir, and what of 
that? 

Jack Pen. I want the money. 

Sm J. PiN. Get it, then, difcounted. 
Come, come, my time is precious — take care of 
it, learn to ht frugal, your fcrvant — but I'll fee 
you out, {Exit Jack.) 



Sir J. Pen. To my money you mean, 
which is the beft branch of it.^-But how can 
it happen ? 

Lord E. O. Damned impertinent, (afide) I 
am well informed that you are father to one of 
the mod: amiable young ladies of the age ; and 
we — we — with your approbation — I feel anxious 
to be her fuitor, on terms ftridlly honourable — 

Sir J. Pen. You are miftaken in your 
man ; I tell you that honour is perverted, and 
I have drawn a protcft againft all right honour- 
ables, and tell you my daughter is not difpofed 
your way : befides, people of your condition 
angle for fortunes ; if fo, you had better feek 
another market for your honour, and your title. 

Lord E. O. I perceive his oddity, and 
fhall not refent his infolence. (afide) My in- 
tentions are honcft. Sir, and I will make her a 
fcttlcment of three thoufand pounds a year, pro- 
vided you'll make her fortune adequate. 

Sir J. Pen. Whether you like her, or not, 
cy. — I don't approve of thofe fudden, blind 
promifcs ; they'll not hold good in the main— • 
productive of divorces, fcparations, and as 
liable to fall to pieces, as thofe lords that give 
premiums to evade the law, borrow money at 
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twenty per cent, give a bond for four hundred, 
when they receive but one. Three thoufand 
pounds a year is a fwinging fum, and may hap 
'tis nnortgagcd to the full value, and twice over 
for aught I know. — This is nothing new in 
thofc days of extravagance.— 'Tis not the firft 
time. Sir, I have feen right honourables at their 
laft (hift. 

Lord E. O. Sir, you wound my dignity! 
You know not who I am, — Sir, you infult 
Lord E. O ! 

Sir J. Pen. Earl of the dice box, I fup- 
pofe. — I mean as I fay; and further, I tell your 
honour, that I'll make no fettlcment at all, if 
that's Englilh ; and I tell you that the E, O.'s 
have proved the banc of the firft eftates in the 
kingdom. But my Lord E. O. I'll take care, 
that you'll not enter into my family ; therefore 
the fooner the better you return to people of 
the fame honour, and feek an alliance among 
them. 

Lord E. O. {lays bis band on bis /word) 
Zounds ! what is it you mean ? {advancing.-^ 
Penurious frightened) Your age, and your igno- 
rance, plead for mercy-- — Or this fword Ihou'd 
make a paflfage to your heart !*^ 

Sir J. Pen. Timotivy ! Timothy! murder! 
murder ! help ! help I Oh ! (falls in bis chair.) 
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Lord E. O. {groping bis way out) An unfor- 
tunace call ! no dealing here ! a damned un- 
lucky hit ! out trunnped, by all that's honour^ 
able ! gammoned to the devil ! without even 
a glance of the fair prize ! ruined beyond the 

power of redemption ! O here's the door. 

(looks at Penurious) Inlblcnt ! vulgar rafcal ! 
(^Penurious Jiartles.) {Exit Lor 4 E. O.) 

Enter Timothy, with a candle. 

Timothy. Lord! Lord! Sir! Sir! (yZ^^;^^^ 

him) If you are dead, fpcak ! Mercy on us, 

what a fight ! — Was it this Lord that did your 

b jfinefs ? Here, here, take a pinch, f/^^^j out his 

Jnuffbox) 'tis very reviving, (rubs his nofe with 

Sir J. Pen. (Jlarts) O Timothy! Timo- 
thy ! this, this Lord, Timothy, (looking around 
him) I'm glad the villain's gone. — The bloody- 
minded dog was as near cutting my throat, 
Timothy, as nine hundred and ninety pounds are 
to a thoufand. (fainting.) 

Timothy. Ay, ay, you'll get throttl'd at 
laft, after all your fcrapings! — Thank heaven, 
I'm in no danger of being butchered fo, that's 
fome comfort. Here, take t'other pinch, and try 
if you can fnort ^ little, {applies mgre /nuff.) 

Sir 
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Sir J. Pen. Dear Timothy, (land by mc, 
it fhall be better for thee, {getting up) O Tim ! 

Timothy. I hope it will be better for me.— . 
Oh ! how I long to fcrve my country ! (goings) 

Sir J. Pent. O for a little relief! Terrible 
obftruftions ! 

Timothy. Come and lay down, and take 
fome powder ginger; 'twill foon mend your pace, 
my life for it. 

S I R J. Pen. So it will — ^"tis a fine medicine, 
and eafy to come at, Tim. — I'll lay down. 

Timothy. If you never get up again, your 
country will fufFer no great lofs. (afide.) 

(Exeunt.) 



End of the Fourth Act. 



ACT 



HA S the ginger you minifter'd to Sir John 
done his bufincfs ? 

TiMoTHV. Prelently, and he has now no more 
the fear of death, than a Whitefieldite preacher. 

Betty. Poor hardened gentleman ! 1 fhou'd 
not wonder, with all his tyrannicalncfs and 
riches, if he was to make his extinguifli in a 
convulfive ! — Ay, poor wretch, 'twould be better 
for us then. 

Timothy, Better for us ! 

Ei-TTY. To be fure. You know Mr. Jack 
is coming to be married in the morning, you 
know. 

Timothy. What have we to do with that ? 

BiiTTY. Why, to be fure, 'tis a joke upon 

him i 



A c o M :b D r» 935 

him J but you know, my dear Timothy > that— 
hcigh-ho ! — ^that Mr. Claffic is coming for all 
that ; aod -he is a good natiired^ good fort of 
a gentlcminy you know, and he'll have no ob<^ 
jeftion. — Suppofe— rO dear ! — Suppofe now, wc 
were to afk him, and he may do it for .nothii^g ; 
1 have got the— hcigh-ho I— 'twas a gift of my 
old grandnnachcr« — 

Timothy, {in Jurfrije) Are you foimd in 
head ? — What did your grandmother gnrc 
you? ; 

Betty. Why aring> you know> and that 
will fave expencea : tho'/ to be fure 'tis none of 
the modemeft; but Til make fhift. 

TiMOTBVt O \ fo you wou'd not have the 
Farfen return without a job, and ib marry us—^ 
A very good ibift indeed ! 

Betty. To be fure> you know then 'twill be 
all over. 

Timothy. Why yes, I think it will be all 
over then indeed. 

BfiTTY, So it will; how dull <^ mifprehen* 

fion you wasj you rogue you. (taps him imdtr 

the chin) When I firft gave you my company^ 

you ufe'ft then to underftand my words, ay^ and 

hints top, better. — I underltood what you 

wou'd be at, before we had been fellow (ervanta 

a month. 

Timothy. 



Timothy. Yes, but you always took care 
to deny me. I have no fault to find, to be 
furc ; but I did not think you dreamt of mar- 
rying fo foon. — A young family may come— 
the times are confumed trying. 

Betty. La, fo foon ! — Mercy on us maids, 
when we have kept company for years and 
more. — O Lard, as for breeding — why to be 
fure, one may expeft that, when a body gets 
married. 

Timothy. Well, well, let's put it off a little 
while, and let this be a beginning, (kijes.) 

Betty. Nonfenfe ! there's nothing new in 
that : but how foon people then wou'd have no 
more to (ay ; and inftead of plain Betty, I fhall 
be called Mrs. Brufli: and then you know, 
you wou'd not have the Batchelors tax to pay. 

Timothy. That indeed is fome encourage- 
ment 3 and Mr. Brulh, too, has a handfomc 
found enough, and will make fome difference. 
Hey day ! (locks cff) Sir John is up, and 
going out i no, no, he comes this way, let's out 
of his reach, or we fliall be fufpefted again. 
(running about.) 

Betty. O la ! how my dear peace of mind 
is larmed ! This way, this way, my dear Tim, 
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Timothy. Ay, ay, any where, but don't let 
him fee you : and Til go and hurry the poft- 
coach . {Exeunt feparating. ) 



SCENE 11. 

Enter Captain O'Lary, and Sandford. 

0*Lary. {looks at his watch.) Fire drown 
thcfe poft-boys, but they are near ten minutes 
of being after the hour ! 

Sandf. Never fear. Captain, they'll not 
fail being ready at the appointed time. — The 
Ladies are not equipped. 

O'Lary. This is a flippery feafon, and let 
me tell you, that a good general fliou'd be ready 
in waiting for his enemy, and not the enemy in 
waiting for him. 

Sandf. Be not alarmed, our caufe is 
good, — But did you lay an embargo on the 
parfon ? 

O'Lary. To be fure I have, and the bride- 
groom too ; I think you call him by that name. 

Sandf. What courfc did you fteer ? 
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and kept the fea to myfelf ; I fent a letter to the 
prieft, and carried it myfelf to prevent mif- 
fortunes, and told him the job was poftponed, 
and he muft not come at all : — And I told 
Jack Penurious his own felf, that his marriage 
was not to be 'till the day after. — Faith, faid 
he, thank you. Captain, for the good news, for 
I go on that day to a cock-match. — Thought 1 
to myfelf, faith, but you are right all over. 
— But are the dear creatures about being ready ? 

Sandf. a mod excellent manoeuvre, upon 
my honour ! 

O'Lary. When the heart is engaged, my 
dear boy, in a good caufe, there's no fear of 
good generalfhip in an Irifh officer. 

Sandf. Thus far, affairs go on profper- 
ouflyi next, let us march to the virtuous fair 
ones, {going) and guard their pcrfons, as they 
have obeyed our hearts. {^Exeunt.) 

« 

Enter Sophia ^//^ Angelica. 

Sophia. I have not a doubt, but Timothy 
will keep them to their time; the mod trufty 
creature in the world. 

Akc, How happy it is to have a fervant 
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about one, that's attentive, and in whom we may 
confide. 

Sophia. Betty is alfo a faithful creature, 
and poflefles a feeling heart ; and I Ihall not 
prove Jefs attentive to their intereft, than they 
have been to my peace, while a father's prifoner. 

Ang. Gratitude is the nobleft qualification, 
that can adorn the human heart. 

Sophia. Our mind and feelings are in per- 
feft unifon : we were by nature formed for 
each other's friendfhip. — Ah ! my dear Ange- 
lica, I feel greatly oppreflcd — although my fa- 
ther has exercifed a mod cruel authority over 
me, poor old man, he is ftill my father ; and 
perhaps my elopement may prove fatal to him ; 
and the world too may cenfure 

Ang. Such tender feelings cou'd flow only 
from a virtuous bofom like yours. Yet, my 
dear Sophia, confider what has been your 
fituation, and what it is now ; let that re- 
flexion operate on your mind, and I'm furc 
you'll find yourfelf acquitted. Why indulge 
thofe fcruples, after fo much perfecution ? Li- 
berty is fweeti and how much more the idea is 
brightened up, when we quit a prifon, and take 
ihelter in the arms of love — men who would 
die for us ! Under fuch circumftances, you 
may refl: aflured, that the generous world will 
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applaud, rather than cenfure the condu& of 
etcher. 

Sophia. I muft confefs, when a father tor- 
tures his own child, paternal authority dimi- 
nilhes. I feel my fpirits return, and heaven points 
out to me that all is right. 

Ang. Your reconciliation makes me happy ; 
let's haften to the grove, and fly to the poft of 
honour and of love, {Exeunt ba/Hlj.) 



SCENE HI. 

^ Grove terminating with a Jbady Tr^r— 
Betty with Bundles of Clothes, under it's 
/bade. 

Betty alone, cotnes foraoard. 

Betty. What (hifts we poor fervants are 
put to !— Well, 'tis a great confolance to us, 
that the qualities are put to their (hifts too :— 
But la, what poor helpless things they wouM be 
without us fervants ! {looking about) Where can 
um ftayi Well, my cbnfcience tells me, they 
5 will 
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will be trapped by their dilly dallies and non- 
fenfe. — I think Timothy has caught the dif- 
order of um j for my part, I don't know what 
he means. Hah ! here they be, upon my honour. 
(returns baftily to the tree.) 

Enter Sophia ^»i Angelica. 

SoBHiA. {looks about.) Hah ! I proteft, the 
faithful Betty is arrived at her poft. {runs to ber.) 

Captain O'Lary and Sandford, behind 

the/cenes. 

O'Lary. This way here, we are in the 
track, my dear boy : — If there arc woods in 
trees, this place calls itfelf the avenue, {they 
enter) Hah ! but I fee their precious fouls in 
waiting, {they run up, and the ladies meet them) 
By all the living faints, if the coach is not after 
coming to be fure — Yet 

Anc. {looking at her watch) 'Tis barely the 
time. 

Sophia. Left there fhou'd be a miftake, 
I difpatched the trufty Timothy to haften the 
coach — however, my father is perfeftly fecure. 

Sandf. Thou beft of women ! Suppofe we 
go and meet the carriage ; for the rumbling of 

R a coach 



O'Larv. You are right j for Ihou'd the 
old fox be unkenneird before the hounds are 
uncoupled, faith but old Reynard will play 
a trick. 

Ang. {to the Captain) You feem difpirited, 
where there's not even the (hadow of danger. 

O'Lary. Not fo at all; but take the 
cafe under a comparifon or two — a good fol- 
dier, my dear, when he is after ftorming the 
camp of his enemy, by fea or land, he /hou'd 
be awake when the camp's afleep ; and bold- 
ly pufh on the attack, and not adjourn the 
fight, left the heel outrun the heart. By my 
foul, but we have cafes like this; and if wc 
don't look to ourfelves, our cafe may be like 
Britannia's, Oh ! by heavens ! retreating, when 
Ihe ought to be advancing. 

Sandf. Then, Captain, let us profit by the 
wretched example ; and expeditioufly fly in 
fearch of the coach, {to the ladies') As it rains, 
you'll take (belter under the cedar, till our 

return. (S^^^K') 

. Bettv. O dear ! bea'nt Tinr^othy to come 
too? 

Sophia. Be not alarmed, Timothy will be 
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in waiting with the coach,— Farewell, ye gloomy 
walls, farewell! (Exeunt. J 



SCENE IV. 

Sophia, Angelica, and Betty, under the 

Cedar y in the Garden. 

Sophia, coming forward. 

Sophia. What can be the reafon of this de- 
lay ? My feelings forbode to me a difcovcry.— • 
What means that noife ? hark ! 

Ang. It cannot be, yet I fear fomethinghas 
happened. 

Bettv. Ay, this is the fruitfulnefs of dilly 
dallying : I told you how it wou'd be. 

Enter Timothy, in a violent agitation. 

Timothy. Mercy on us! and the church 
pray for us all ! — Fine doings !— Ruin and 
madnefs have (haken hands together — ^Mafter, 
of all the world, is like a baited bull, (ladies 



pointment. Timothy, how came my father to 
be thus apprized ? 

Timothy. You muft know, Mifs, after 
Sir John took his cooler of. ginger laft night, 
he lay down to fleep : — The old black turkey- 
cock was roofting on the chimney top ; down 
he tumbles (in a dream, I fuppofe), and made 
a terrible clatter; and Sir John, thinking 
the devil was got into the room, cried out, 
murder ! help ! help ! So in the fright he 
ftumbled to the window; from whence he faw 
Mr. Sandford and the Captain walking athwart 
the garden — finding that the turkey-cock was 
not the devil, as he expefted, pop he ran 
down ftairs — met me at the garden door-~up 
went the ftick, but I made my efcape before 
it came down. — O ! here he comes, hide, hide. 
(running about.) 

{^Exeunt Timothy and Betty.) 



^As 
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As Sophia and Angelica are entering a gate. Sir 
John Penurious meeting them — they f cream out. 

Enter Sir J. Penurious, threatens Sophia. 

Sir J. Pen. So ho ! vile baggage, I have 
juft tim'd it to prevent the difhonour you intend 
your family : but, I fuppofe that you have pretty 
well tarnilhed that already* 

Sophia. For heaven's fake. Sir 

Sir J. Pen. Heaven has nothing to do 
with you ; — What, proftitution in my own flelh 
and blood ! 

Ang. Let not your rage mifguide your 
underftanding ; and charge your daughter with 
the groffeft falfehood. — I can anfwer for my 
coufin's honour. 

Sir J. Pen. What, reptile ! anfwer for 
vourfclf : zounds ! thou art as bad as fhe,— O ! 
what is Dungmore Place converted to ! From 
a houfe of virtue and good order, to be the 
nurfery of wantons— ^madnefs ! {to Angelica) 
And you, abettor — I have fcnt for thy father—^ 
I have. 

Sophia. Sir, let me entreat you, to be a 
little compofed, while I (halt confefs to you the 
boneft truth, and explain what appears thus 
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myfterious. (on bcr knees y be turns from ber^ and 
fie lays bold of bis coat. ) 

Sir J. Pen. Away ! (^tbrotvs ber from bim^ 
fie getting up) I (hall next cxpcdt Dungmore 
Place in fire about my earsi when all my 
indiiftrious gleanings will pour out in melted 
torrents, (l^s bold of tbem) Come aloiig, ori- 
ginal fin^ (to Angelica) and bear witnefs to her 
punifhment^— away 1 (Exeunt.) 



Enter Timothy, Oyzvltojh following. 

Timothy. O terrible ! terrible times ! cruel 
bufmefs ! 'tis all over and ended : I can now no 
longer fervc myfelf nor my country ! 

OvERTOK, When was it over, and at what 
hour? 

Timothy, {running about frighted) O, I can't 
ftay. I wou'd fooncr cudgel with three French- 
men, than encounter Sir John's wrath. 

Overton. Be cool, Timothy. 

Timothy. Can I be cool, when over the 
burning coals, and Matter blowing the bellows ? 

Overton. ( infinuating) So they are mar- 
ried ; and by fome accident Sir John made the 

difcovery. 
Timothy. Yc«, yes i you'll hear all about 

it foon enough. 

Overton, 
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Overton. 'Tis mighty well, Timothy. 

Timothy. I wifti Sir John faid fo ; he 
comes this way ; (runs about) I hear him bellow- 
ing j I, I wifli I had my little wages, I wou'd 
fhew him a pair of heels. (£x//.) 

Oyerton. Ha! ha! hal poor fimplc fel- 
low ! — ^WcU tranfaftcd, Overton, upon my ho- 
nour, ha ! ha ! This fon-in-law is the cream of 
my ambition, ha ! ha ! How well I laid the plot ! 
How well I chofe the tools to execute my de- 
fign ! (looks off J Here he comes, I'll withdraw a 
moment. (Exif.) 



SCENE V. 

Sir J. Pen. (behind thejcenes) Come along, 
thou (halt be chained by the leg. 

Enttr Sir John Penurious, Sophia, and 

Angelica. 

Sir J. Pen. I'll carry the key myfclf. 
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Enter Overton. 

Sir J, Pen. Here, take your daughter— go, 
ftrumpet. 

Overton. I fee he's difpleafed at the 
match ; ril not be offended, {aftde) Strumpet ! 
Hard words. Sir. 

Sir J. Pen. Yes, harlot, Sir^ if you under- 
ftand Englifh. 

Overton. Deviliftily piqued at his daugh- 
ter-in-law. {afidi) I expcdt fofter terms. 

Sir J. Pen. Your blood has defiled my 
family. 

Overton. Zounds ! traducer, flefh and 
blood can no longer fuffer fuch fcurrility and 
contempt, unfupported by truth. — The blood of 
the Overtons, Sir, is as untainted, as that of the 
Penurious's : And let me tell you, Sir, that my 
daughter is worthy of your fon. 

Sir J. Pen. What ! worthy my fon I What, 
in the name of intereft, has my fon been med- 
dling too with your daughter ? 

Overton. Meddling ! Foul tongued Jew.— 
'Twas a lawful union, and your purfe Ihall feel 
its force. 

Sjr J. Pen. This is paradoxical — their 

< union ! 
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union ! — In the name of intercft, my fon mar- 
ried ? {to Sophia) ey, tell me, tormentor. 

Sophia, (frighted) Sir ! 

Overton. The deed is fealed. — Here flanks 
your daughter in law^ ha ! ha ! ha ! Come, child, 
to your hufband; come, Mrs. Penurious, ha! ha! 
{Penurious in ajionijhment.) 

Enter Sandford and O'Lary, undijcovered. 

Sir J. Pen. {in a rage) Married! mon- 
ftrous ! monftrous deod ! Where is the villain ? 
rU tear out his heart ! — This is a difgrace, I 
never can furvive I — My fon and heir married 
to Dick Overton's daughter ! O madnefs ! fren- 
zy ! defpair ! 

Overton. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Mrs. Penurious, 
ukc leave of your father-in-law, but firft receive 
his bleffing. (g^i^g) 

Sir J, Pen. My bleffing! devil! devil! 
{difcoven the Captain) Hah ! {Captain advances 
to Overton^ catches Angelica as Jbe is going off^ 
taps Overton on his Jhoulder. ) 

O'Lary. Hold, and partake of the fun. 
Dad! 

Ang. O, Captain I where, where have you 
been ? 

O'Lary. Vvci here now, and that's all. 



OviRTON. Thank you, my worthy friendj 
thank you j you have executed your connmiflion 
to the fuUeft extent of my wifties. — He's dcvil- 
iflily hurt at the Wedding, {afide to the Captain.) 

O'Lary. More fun is juft now (prouting 
out ; and will you flay, and fee honeft nature 
triumph over art ? — That's the cafe juft now. 

Overton. So it fhou'd. Captain. — Egad, 
I fiiall enjoy it. (^both laugh,) 

Soph 'A. {flies to Sandford) Thank Heaven ! 
Never was an interview more feafonable. 

Sir J. Pen. In the name of intereft!— 
What in love with the Doftor too ? Til cool 
thy appetite, (up with bis fticky Sandford pre- 
vents him,) 

Sophia. Pardon me, Sir; I do love him, 
for his heroifm in the field of Mars, and his con- 
ftancv in that of Venus ! He has fet this heart at 
eafc, that all the united (kill of the faculty cou'd 
not efFeft ; and, what you. Sir, a few hours 
ago, would have given half your eftate to have 
accompi idled, he has performed without a fee. 

Sir. J. P£N. I, I burn with rage! Dam- 
nation is come upon me ! (walks about) Vile ! 
vile ! What my daughter a kept miftrefs !— 
Zounds ! thcu German Runagate — then, thou 
art as complete a Robber, as the Tyburn Sand- 
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Sandf. [di/covers bimfelf by taking off his 
beardy (^c.) The blood of Sandford will no longer 
be concealed. — He tells you, Sir, that he's 
neither villain, nor robber. — Old man, as for 
your contempt and abufe of me, I freely for- 
give you i but your cruelty to your daughter 
roufes my rcfentment, and demands my pro- 
teftion. 

Sir J. Pen. (frighted^ viewing Sandford) Art 
thou man, or devil ? If thou art really Sand- 
ford ! I, I tell thee,. Ihe (lands in need of no 
other protedtor, than her father. 

Sandf. The very man ! and muft tell you, 
tho' (he's your daughter, (he's now my pro- 
perty ! thank Heaven for po(re(rion. 

Sir J. Pen. Thou hard featured — Wha, 
what my daughter thy property ! — PofleflTion is 
a great point in law. — Pofle(rion of my only 
daughter ! mifcry ! mifery ! 

O'Lary. Juft fo ! She's your daughter, and 
that's all ! 

Sir J. Pen. My daughter is my child, and 
my child is my property. How the devil can 
Ihc be his property ? 

Sandf. By mutual confent. I lov'd her, 
and her conftancy is my invaluable reward. 

O'Lary. What a precious jewel is con- 
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ftancy ! and what a gem, the poffcflion of the 
dear creatures we love ! 

Overton. The greateft blefling under hea- 
ven, (to Penurious) when the wit is out- 
witted, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Sir J. Pen. What an iniquitous pack has 
entered my houfe ! Zounds ! I don't undcr- 
ftand you ; why not be more explicit ? 

Sandf. That you may no longer be kept 
in fufpence, your daughter, the chafte Sophia, 
is my wife. 

Sir J. Pen. (refle5fing) Wife ! O that I was 
dead, and all my poffeflions buried with me ! 

Overton, (afide to the Captain) Bravo ! 
This fudden (hock may whifk him off! 

O'Lary. (to Overton) To be fure, but 
there's more variety in the game yet. 

Sir J, Pjen. {dijcovers madnejs and joy) Wife ! 
My daughter married ! madnefs ! A wife to 
Sandford ! villainous ! plunder ! plunder !— 
Oh ! that I was young again to revenge the 
impious robbery! — Hah! well, vtry well; 
mighty good. Sir John, ha ! ha ! ha 1 better 
and better, ha ! ha ! ha ! — The bond ! the 
bond ! my money is fecured ! ha ! ha ! ha I — 
Not a iliilling dare you touch, (/^ Sandford) 
fellow, and you, madam, {to Sophia) have laid 
^ bait for me, ha ! ha 1 ha ! but like hungry 

gudgeons^ 
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gudgeonSt have fwallowed it yourfclves ! O 
dear ! O dear 1 ha ! ha I ha 1 
. Sophia. O Sir! forgive the aft* — ^Recol- 
left^ Sir^ I have only followed your example» 
and my dear mothcir's^ who is now no more ; 
who both were married againft your friends' 
confent : you were not affcuated by intereft ; 
you married becaufe you loved, and fb have I. 

Sir J. Pen, Mighty fine ! Mrs. Sandford, 
and no money, mark that ; you have forfeited 
the bond.— *rm pleafed, ha! ha! ha! Not a 
penny, ha ! ha ! 

Sandf. The marriage was previous to the 
cruel oath you extorted from your daughter.— 
Vm firmly refolved, that a fecond marriage 
fliall not forfeit your generous intentions.— .Ten 
thoufand pounds, ha 1 ha ! ha ! 

Sir J. Pen. It can't be; I wou'd as foon 
part with ten thoufand drops of my blood. 

Sophia. Indeed, Sir, 'tis unqueftionably 
true i my coufin Angelica^ and Captain O'Lary, 
can atteft the aflertion, who were married at 
the fame time. 

Sir J. Pen. Hey ! How the devil is this ? 

Overton, (in aflutter) Imppifible ! a gtofi 
impofition ! a trick ! ey. Captain, ha ! ha ! 

O'Lary, Ha ! ha ! ha ! Your are right 

fome- 



fometimcs -, no better trick played, than when 
we marry the dear creatures we love. Ange* 
lica was the very pcrfon -, this was my mean- 
ing. 

Overton. Deftruftion ! infamy ! — Unrid- 
dle this myftery, daughter, or Til {tbreatefis 

Angelica.) 

Ang. I plead guilty to the charge, and 
confefs myfelf the Captain's wife j and may the 
love I bore for him, and the contempt in 
which I held my coufin, whom you now thought 
my hufband, plead my caufe, and recommend 
me to your pardon. 

Overton. My pardon \ thou, thou mean'fl: 
my curfe, and may it ever attend thee! 

Sir J. Pen. This tale revives me. — The 
wit is out-witted, ey, Matter Overton, ha? 
ha! ha! 

Overton. Hell be all your portions; and 
may my daughter never know but trouble. — 
May, may the thing, her hufband, live, to be 
her tormentor ! May difunion, mifery, and dif- 
cord, ever await them ! — A, a life like mine is 
not worth preferving, when tricked, over- 
reached, and out-witted, — O diftraftion 1 

(Exit.) 

Anc. O heavens 1 his rage may prove fatal. 

O'Larv. Don't be alarmed at all. — In 



A C M 1 D Y. 255 

Gaptain O'Lary, my jewel, you'll find a friend, 
a hufband, and a father too. 

Sir J. Pen. What an age we live in, when 
children delight in diftrefling their own affec- 
tionate parents ! 

Sandf. Parents that delight in torturing 
their own children, to gratify their avaricious 
views, by denying them independence in matri- 
mony, forfeit the right.— Sir, I claim from you 
ten thoufand pounds j the bond is on demand. 

Sir J. Pen. The very found diftrads me ; 
and the payment O villainous ! villainous ! 

O'Lary. No matter for that, you may 
pleafe yourfelf that way fure. 

Sir J. Pen. You plot my life, leeches; 
Tm a profcribed mani this money has broke 
my heart ! I felt the very ftrings crack ! Mur- 
dered and robbed in my own houfe ! 

Sandf. (to Penurious) I feel for your 

age, I pity your infirmities ; your avarice has 
made you both cruel and unjuft. Let it not 
be fo with me : when I married yolir daugh- 
ter, happinefs alone, and not your wealth, 
was my objeft; Heaven knows my heart; 
and it (hall not be faid, that either your 
daughter, or myfelf, were acceflary to your 
death — Here, Sir, {gives him the bond) I relin- 
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quifli you the bond, and may it be the means 
of re-uniting your broken heart-ftrings. 

Penurious walks about y exprejjingjoyj griefs 6?r. 

Sir J. Pen. 'Twas well done, a cordial to 
my heart j my fpirits rife, my blood flows fwiftly 
in my veins with tides of joy.— Hah !— yet I 
feel — I feel a qualm has ftruck deep in this 
heart, that never was ftruck before ! — My 
whole nature is on the change ! — I feel a rebel- 
lion ftir within me ! What have I been doing ? 
Ah ! (reclines his head againft the wain/cot.) 

O'Lary. {aftde) The bond has faved his 
life, and killed him too 5 and whether to con- 
tinue devil, or make a faint of himfelf, fure he 
can*t tell yet. 

Sophia. Are you indilpofed. Sir ? 

Sir J. Pen. {turns to Sophia placidly) Never 
better, my child — I have been afleep thefe fifty 
years, and never woke till now — I fee clearly 
— hear and underftand. Ah ! Sophia, my child ! 
have 1 perfecuted thee ? Yes ; and thy hu/band 
I have traduced. A ftranger has crept into my 
eyesi {weeps) it flows, I feel the callous foften — 
What a life have I murder'd ! 

Sophia. If I have tranfgrefled 

SiJi J. Pen. I'm the offender, I was to 



A COMEDY. 257 

blame. (Jo Sandford) Mr. Sandford, I crave 
your pardon, (to Sophia) My child, forgive a 
cruel father, and his peace is reftored. 

Sophia. O I Sir, from my foul. 

Sir J. Pen. Generous girl ! come to my 
arms : (they embrace) nature and afFeftion re- 
unite. — But, Captain Sandford, do you forgive ? 

Sandf. 'Tis granted. Sir. The man that 
is flow and (lubborn to forgivcnefs, finks himfelf 
far beneath the offender. 

Sir J. Pen. Then I'm happy — I feel peace, 
happinefs, and joy, for the firft time, in this old 
bofom. The bond has proved a mafter-key 
of fuch uncommon workmanlhip, that it 
opened the door to this heart, of which before, 
all the world cou'd not move the bolt. — ^But 
now the wards are bright, and move fo eafily, 
that they can never ruft again. 

Sandf. I confefs. Sir, the character of a 
counterfeit is not the moft honourable j but 
whtn \owc is the objedt 

Sir J. Pen. Thou art A GENEROUS 
COUNTERFEIT ; and I glory in thee for my 
fon-in-law. — As a proof of my approbation, I de- 
liver you up the Bond as your juft right i (returns 
the bond) and to-morrow you fhall be in poflTeffion 
3f the money, with confidcrable additions.^ — 
Make a good hufband to my daughter, and I 
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ence to expand to him and his dear Angelica, 

O'Lary. Since you have placed that de- 
ferving couple there in the center. Captain 
O'Lary, and his Angelica, will be happy to be 
drawn within the circumference. 

Sandf. Sir, your bounty fliall never be 
abufed — it Ihall be ceconomically cultivated ; 
and its produce your daughter (hall perpetually 
reap into her bolbm, a plenteous harveft of 
peace, happinefs, and love. The clouds of ad- 
verlity are now difperfed, and open to our view 
the brighteft prolpeft. 

Let union reign, and difcord ceafe to rage. 
Let fmiling peace all hearts like ours engage 5 
Let harmony with univerfal fway. 
Beam from the throne, and lead the happy way : 
Thus Ihall Britannia's fons, all hand in hand, 
Ee great once more, and crown this undivided 
land. fall joining bands.) 



THE END. 



BETTER LATE THAN NEVER, 



COMEDY, 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



M E N. 

RECLUSE, A Naturalift, Brother to Mifs Phccbe. 
FRANK RECLUSE^ A Son of Reclufe, Sen. in love 

with Mifs Byron. 
EMULSION, A defigning, pompous Quack Apothecary. 
S W I N D A L, Tricking and avaricious — Brother-in-Law to 

Emulfion. 
ARCHLY, A Clergyman, Friend of Cadgufs. 
HANDY, Companion and Servant of Redufe, Sen. in \oyt 

with Cadgut. 
COFFIN, 

GRIMLY, \ Undertakers. 

FINIS, 

FLYCATCHER, Footman to Rcclufe, Sen. 
POSTHASTE, Valet to Swindal. 
ROBERT, Footman to Mifs Phccbe. 
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WOMEN. 



MISS PHOEBE, An elderly Maiden, fick in conceit, 

biaflTed by Emulfion, and Sifter to Reclufc. 
MISS BYRON. An Orphan, in love with Frank Reclufe. 
CADGUT, Waiting Woman to Mifs Phccbe, in love with 



TJnn^. 
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A C T I. 

SCENE L Cadgut faffing acrofs the Siage, 

Emulfiim catting to her. 

Emulsion. 

iVi R S. Cadgut^ Mrs. Cadgut. 

Cadout. Well, who calls ? O, Mn Emul* 

fioDj is it you. Sir ? I a(k your pardon for an- 

iwering you fo very abruptly. - • 

^uvhs. Pray how did youi* Miffaxfa cejft 

laft j>ight ? 

S 3 Cadcut* 
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Ca^gut. Sh€ was very tmtibtefomc^ indeed^' 

Sir. 

Emuls. Very troublefome ! 

Cadgut. Very much fck — I had dp ^eacc 
with her all night. I gave her the draughts as 
you ordered, four times an hour. I began at 
ten laft night, and finiflied at eight this morn- 
ing. 

Fmuls. Bcran at ten laft ni^ht, and finifli'd 
at tight this morning — Hem— Let me fee — 
from ten to twelve, two hours; from twelve to 
eight, eight more: — which computation totakis, 
makes up ten complctum^ and four times ten 
is forty draughts — Good ! 

Cadgut. I fee no good in it — I have no 
comfort of my life ; up all night, and down all 
day. 

Emuls. Come, come, Catee, don't com- 
plain ; you are veiy wcH paid for your ups and 
downs : — You have no inconfidcrable place, I 
lliou\l imagine. 

Cadgut. ivTy place wou'd be more con- 
fiderable, if you fent her a few dozen Uis 
draughts^ week i tho' to be fure, I fhouM not 
complain on that luead — the old phials are a 
pretty pcrquifite enough. 

Emuls. I fhou'd think fo, Mrs. Gadgot ; I 
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have paid you a good round fum for this feven 
years paft, for the old phials. 

Cadgut. About twenty pounds a year j jt 
makes up a little, to be fure, for the lofs I fuf- 
tain, by her not drefTing and going into com- 
pany. — But honeftly, Mr. Emulfion, is that 
enough ? — three (hillings a grofs ? 

Emuls. Were I to give you more, itwou'd 
be declaring war againft the faculty. We of 
the faculty never deviate from the principles of 
cftablifti'd rules. — No, tho' health be the bafis 
on which the faculty lay the foundation of the 
art, there's juftice in the building. 

Cadgut. You may not deviate, but fome 
of your brethren do. 

Emuls. Don't grumble, Mrs. Cadgut, I'll 
make it up to you. 

Cadgut. Make it up ! you have been a 
long time about it : had it been medicine, you 
wou'd have been more bountiful, and not fo 
flow in your difpatches, I warrant you. 

Emuls. Impertinent hireling ! I cou'd-^but 
my intereft dictates filence. {aftde) You fee 
clearly, Mrs. Cadgut, that the more medicine 
impofed fwells my bill, and better enables 
me to make you fuitable returns. 

Cadgut. Very true — (bell rings) The devil 
take the bcllj pardon me for fwearing — But 



one of a delicate difpofition wou'd not impofe 
upon a good patient, by charging more medi- 
cine than fhe has need of neither, for one's ho- 
nour's fake. 

Emuls. True, but the more is charged— 
you underftand me. Pray what did your mif- 
trcfs eat for her fupper ? 

Cad GUT. Why, let me fee, let me recoiled 
— a broird fowl with mufhroom fauce (he began 
with, and concluded with a black-pudding. 

Emuls. A black pudding! — Foul, foul 
feeding ! 

Cadgut. No, 'twas not a Fowl, 'twas but 
a Chicken, (bell rings violently) There's my 
lady's bell again; llie's all impatience; your 
fervant. (Exit.) 

Emuls. She wou'd be more impatient, did 
flie but now the remedy I have in (lore for her. 
Well, if I can get Cadgut in fee, fhe'll certainly 
not impeach me ; her countenance will be a 
cloak to my defign, and fwell the bill fifty 
pounds more, annually ; an objeft well worth 
an experiment. Let me fee. {looking at bis 
"juatch) This is about the time I may expeft 
Swindal ; he's a cunning fcoundrel, but I'll try 
if I can over-reach him. He (hall give mc a 
bond for half Mifs Phoebe's fortune, previous to 
her marriage, or he (hall have no wife there. — 
That fecured, I (hall drop my fcheme with 

Cadgut, 
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Cadgutj undoff the Apothecary , and put on the 
Phyfician -, a Scotch diploma for that ! I have 
J^uft as much pretence to the one^ as. I have to 
the other^ and that is none at all. — But no mat- 
ter for thatj I give my patients fatis&d:ionj fill 

my pockets, and (^looking off) Ahah ! What^ 

my friend Swindal, my dear brother-in-law^ 
{Swmdal enters) what in the name of phyfic 
brought you hither ? 

SwiKD. My impatience, ha! ha! I'm de- 
▼ililhly in love, I aflure you, tho' I never faw 
the dying lady you intend me for a wife. I 
caird at your houfe, and not finding you at home^ 
concluded you was with my dear Mifs Phoebe^ 
pufhing on the bufinefs, ha ! ha ! 

Emuls. Right, very right, friend, I was^ 
'tis true, as you entered, revolving the cafe in 
my mind : — But the good lady is not vifible 
yet ; but no matter, we'll filter it « little, pre- 
paratively to an audience. 

SwiKD. You lay me under the greatefl: 
obligation. — Ha ! ha I I can't help laughing^ 
ha ! ha ! 'pon my foul. . 

Emuls. Not in the leaft ; where the objefts 
ajm'd at may produce us a mutual advantage, 
there can be no obligation on either fide, Mn 
Swindal. 

SwiND. Juft, juft, very juft, ha! ha! But, 

my 
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my dear brother-in-law, do you really think in 
your honeft opinion ? 

Emuls. Honeft opinion ! I, I have no other, 
Sir^ I never deviate from principle. 

SwiND. O! damn your principle! {^nfide) 
I mean, do you now think fincerely ? 

Emuls. Sincerely, Sir! I never afted other- 
wile, fince I have had the honour of knowing 
the difference between a purgative and an 
emetic ; or a fpatula and a probe. 

SwiND. Hah! he's piqued — I'll give way 
to his humour, {(^fde) Ha ! ha ! my dear fellow, 
you mifapprehend me ; ha ! ha! now be csndid. 

Emuls. Candid, Mr. Swindal ! Not that I 
fay it, there's not a gentleman in all the faculty, 
that afts with more candour, than Doftor 
Emulfion. (Jlruts about,) 

SwiND. Candour, O Lord ! {afide) I never 
doubted your integrity, no upon my honour, 
ha ! ha ! Now, Mr. — Doftor Emulfion, you 
have great influence over Mifs Phoebe; will 
you now, my dear brother-in-lav/, favour me 
with your intereft ? 

Emuls. Mv intereft ! What the devil is the 
fellow at ? Why not come to the point ? [afide.) 

SwiND. My dear brother, will you now 
mvc it in my favour ? 

Emuls. Give it ! — give it, Mr. Swindal ! 



A € O M E U Y. 267 

SwiNti Agreeable to your own propofal, 
you know, ha! ha ! 

Emuls. Never, never, never — What! give 
my intereft ! 

Cadgut liftens. 

SwiND. I muft quiet his doubts, by a pro* 
mifc of half her fortune, or I am gammoned. 
(a/ttie) I mean, if I fuccecd with Mifs Phcebe, 
ha ! ha ! why, I'll make you fomc amends. 

Cadcut. What can they be at ? (afiJe.^ 

Emuls. Now 'tis out. (a/ide) Some amends ! 
I, I don't exaftly comprehend — you are myfte- 
rious, Mr. Swindal. 

SwiND. To be more explicit— -If you. 
Sir, will fecure me Mifs Phoebe for a wife; why, 
you fhall receive one half, I Ihall become maf- 
ter of, upon the marriage. 

Cadgut. Here's a plot! O! the tricking 
villians ! {^aftde) 

Emuls. Good ! good ! {afide) Receive the 
one half upon the marriage, you fay. {Jmihs.') 

SwiND. The one-half, *pon my honour, 
ha ! ha ! 

Emuls. {overjoyed) My dear Swindal, I 
cortiprehend you perfeftly j half the myftery is 
cleared up at laft, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

SwiND. I am glad on't {^Jhake hands) faith i I, 

I began 



a68 BETTER LATE THAN NEVER, 

1 began to fufpeft your fincerity and brotherly 
love. — But now we underftand one another. 

Emuls. Perfedly, pcrfedly. {both laugh, 
and Jhake hands) I have glanced at the fubjedt 
to her, and Ihe docs not abfolutely rcje<5l:; 
favourable fymptoms. — I think I fhall bring 
her on. 

Cadgut. (afide) You fhall poilbn me, if I 
don't bring her off again, 

Emuls. {continues) I fhall bring her to it; a 
potion or two of my falutary preparations will 
bring her to bear, ha ! ha ! 

Cadgut. {afide) To bear ! What a woman 
of fixty ! 

SwiND. Bravo! Doftor; you'll adminifter 
to her conflitution, ha ! ha ! ha ! and we'll ad- 
minifter the golden drops to our pockets. 

Emuls. The very end of all prefcriptions, 
ha ! ha ! 

SwiND. A good end too; but, Doftor, did 
you give her to underfland the objcdt you 
meant to recommend i 

Emuls. No, I have not proceeded fo far. 

SwiND. The devil you have not ! 

Emuls. Don't be alarmed ; fhe's obligated 
to follow my prefcriptions, or I'll declare 
war againfl her life — fhe's in great fear of 
dying. 

Cadgut. 
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Cadcut. (afide) Vm in greater fear of 
your killing her. (Exit.) 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Mr. Emulfion, I, I a(k your pardon, 
I mean to fay, Dodor, my Lady wifhes to fee 
you. 

Emuls* ril attend her immediately. {Exit 
Servant^ Now, Mr. Swindal, you muft mind, 
i?vhen you have an audience of our fair yielding 
friend — you comprehend the phrafe- — yielding, 
ha ! ha ! found your lungs, and frequently 
hem, hem ; (going) for a good conftitution, let 
me tell you, is a forcible recommendation. — 
You'll withdraw, and be ready armed, 'till 
you receive my fignal for the attack. 

SwiND. ril obey with pleafure, and fliall 
be impatient till the herald arrives ; when I 
(hall lay fiege to the mighty, ha ! ha ! moulder- 
ing fort, {going.) 

Emuls. Hark ye, don't forget to beat the 
alarm with your lungs, hem, hem, and the 
fort furrenders. 

SwiND. Never fear me, hem, hem, ha ! ha ! 

Emuls. That will do. {both laugh) 

(Exeunt.) 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Recluse, reading a News-paper. 

Recluse. He'll drive me bcfide myfelf — I 
fhall run diftradted — I'll have my revenge — I'll 
cut him off with a fliilling j yes I will. O ! the 
prodigal ! the prodigal ! Let me fee, Til read it 
over again, hem. '^ It was ftrongly reported on 
" Monday laft, and generally believed, that 
" Frank Reclufe loft at hazard to my LordShar- 
•^ per, thirty thoufiind pounds !" The devil fharp 
them ! But V\\ take care, that I am not found 
iharp enough to pay it — not an acre fhall be 
facrificed, I am determined. Handy, here! 
Handy ! Handy, I fay I 

Enter Han Dr. 

Handy. What's the matter ? I fear fbme- 
thing's amifs by your heat and exertion. I have 
told you over and over again, and ftiall continue 
to tell you, that you'll commit fuicide, be 
found guilty by twelve jurors of felf-ftaughtcr, 
if you put yourfclf in fuch humours, pets> and 
paflTions. 

Recluse, 
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Recluse. I can't. help myfelf. Handy, 

Handy. I know it, and what of that ?— 
Don't I help you every day, hour, and minute ? 
— Have you not my help in politics, divinity^ 
and natural philofophy ? Both foul and body 
profit by my help. Am I not your Secretary^ 
Steward ? — cut, carve and contrive for you— 
clafs the infefts, and animals, ftufF the birds, 
dry the flies, diflTcft the bodies, and put the 
fkeletons in motion : you have the bcft place 
of the two ; and for all that, you are not 
content. And fmce your blood-veflfel gave 
way, I fhall have an additional employment, 
I fear. 

Recluse. What employment ? 

Handv. To keep the undertakers from 
taking poffefRon of your body, when they fhall 
have fccnt of your accident ; they'll conclude 
you dead ; and peep, liften, and hunt after the 
job, as courtiers do after vacancies, which 
they feel ambitious to fill up for the good 
of their country. 

Recluse. What the devil has that to do 
with what perplexes me now ? — They wou'd 
not bury me alive. 

Handy. Certainly, if I don't keep a good 
look out. — Undertakers have (lopped many a 
wind-pipe with the knuckle and grafp, that 

otherwife 



tJ^ BETTER LATE THAN NEVER, 

othcrwift might have blown the bellows yean 
longer; and then thefe nimble finger'd tribe 
pop you in, fcrew you up, and whiflc you off in a 
twinkling. 

Recluse. That's very civil of them. — Is 
that a common prafticc ? 

Handy. No doubt, all fair game ; 'tis a 
privilege which undertakers naturally claim; 
when the phyfical folks have three fourths 
done over their patient's bufinefs, they come 
in for the remaining fraftion, and conclude the 
farce with a very profitable epilogue, by way 
of finis. 

Recluse. I, I think the farce a little tragi- 
cal tho' ; however, they are not likely to profit 
by my finis yet. — But, here, look here, (points 
ing to the new/paper) Handy, read, underftand, 
and give me thy opinion; thirty thoufand pounds 
more has taken flight from my fon ; there it is, 
there it is, terrible doings ! (gives him the paper.) 

Ha NOV. (reads to himjelf) **It was ftrongly 
*^ reported on Monday laft, and generally be- 
*' lieved, that Frank Reclufe loft at hazard thirty 
*^ thoufand pounds, to my Lord Sharper." I 
don't believe a word of it: it has been fabri- 
cated, by a rafcal, to anfwcr fome private end; 
to blaft the young man's charafter and reputa- 
tion, and to enhance his own virtue and confe- 



A C O M rD Y'# 173 

qucncej if the truth was known, 'twas Mr. 
Swindal, whom you intend for your heir. — He's 
a tricking fellow, and wants to kill two birds 
with one done. 

REtLusE. Why do you think fo ? 

Handy. Firft, he means to fecurc your 
friendfhip : and fecondly, to ruin him in the 
opinion of Mifs Byron, who is an avowed enemy 
to gamblers. -^Mr. Swindal's addreflcs being 
rejefted by her, and your fon's being encou- 
raged.— This partiality for him, I fuppofe, has 
wounded Mr. Swindal's pride, and, at all events, 
he is determined to ruin him in her opinion, 
and yours, by propagating this villainous re- 
port. 

Recluse. There fure cannot in nature exift 
fo much wickednefs. 

Handy. Wickedncfs ! 'tis modern virtue. 
{cajiing bis eye over the paper ^ and. looking at him 
earneftly) Why, fee here. Sir, you are dead ! 

Recluse. (Jlarts) I dead! — Why thou art 
mad ! — Dead ! when I (peak ! — walk about ! 

Handy. That's no proof at all againft print j 
you arc dead, I aflure you. 

Recluse. Thou doft not laugh at me: I 
tell thee I'm not dead, but alive and merry. 
(dances.) 

Handy, You are dead indeed. Sir 5 you have 

T been 



ft74 BttTER tATE THAN IJEVER, 

been dead thefc five days, and to convince you 
that I am right. Til produce fny evidence, (readi 
the paper) " A few days ago, died dt Bath, 
" Peter Reclufe, Efq. who burft a 'blood vef- 
" fel in the nnorning, and expired before night. 
^' This gentlennan has for twenty years fe- 
^ eluded himfelf from the world, and dedicated 
•* his time to the rigid purfuits of a 'natwalift. 
** He has been known to give itfty pounds for 
*' a butter-fly ; a hundred for a bird ; yet wai 
*' never found guilty of giving away fix-pence 
*' to break a poor man's faft. He has difin- 
'* heritcd hi^ fon, and adopted a Mr. Swindal 
" to be his heir."*— Now, Sir, you fee, that you 
are dead in cuftom, tho' alive in law. 

Recluse. That alters- the cafe, but as long 
as Pm not drad in law, 'tis all mighty well. — 
Who can the vile propagator be ? 

Handy. Some of Mr* Swindal's compan- 
ions by • way of ia joke, to impofe on his 
credulity. We fhall have him here to take 
poflTelTion of your efFefts : and the undertakers, 
to fecure your conveyance hence, {looking off) 
So, fo, here they come, by the buftle and hurry,- 
no, I'm wrong, 'tis Emulfion, the quack, one 
of the greateft impoftors in the kingdom. 
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EnUr Emulsion out of breath. 

£mi7ls. Sir! Sir! I a(k pardon^ the wind 
has for a moment prevented my articulation % 
buc pofitivo, pofitivas, I pronounce you are 
not dead, as I expeAed from the report of your 
fiftcr Phoebe. 

Recluse. No, pofitivo, politivas, I'm not 
dead in law, as you expefted. 

Emuls. True, but it is neceflary that I 
pulfify you a little ; and in whatever ftate I find 
the pulfification — why I (hall furnifh you accord- 
ingly, with my falubrious and moft infallible 
preparations, of which I (hall fend a quantita- 
tum fufficientum, which you muft not fail of 
taking agreeable to my dire6tions, and fuch my 
diredlions will be given accordingly. — Hah ! I 
had like to forget to pulfify, (feels the pulfe) but 
I can read the nature of your complaint, in the 
features of the countenance i and the neceflira- 
t«m you labour under for my fuperior fkill and 
afiifta/ice; which it is obvious, obviam, you (land 
in great need of: — hem, your pulfe is full, full, 
yes, 'tis very full, irregular, bad, bad, very bad ; 
alarming fymptoms thefe I There again, there, 
there j well, Sir, you miA undergo a thorough 

T 2 fcou- 
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fcourification for one month ; then wc fhall 
proceed to bleeding, bliftering, and vomifica- 
tions, &c. — And I expeft in the courfc of eight 
or ten months to give you fome hopes.- — I fhall 
go immediately and give my orders, that my /hop 
boys make up for you, a few dozen draughts, 
powders, bolufes, &c. to begin with, and you'll 
go on. — You'll obferve regularity. — Any com- 
mands to your fifter Phoebe ? 

Handv. Shop boys, I believe, too often 
from their ignorance of prefcriptions, as well 
as drugs, make up emeticks for purgatives. 

Recluse, No other commands, than that 
you may depend on't, whatever you fend mc, 
for the fake of difpatch, I fhall command to be 
thrown out of the window, 

Emuls. Out of the window ! murder ! 

Recluse. Out of the window, and you (hall 
go out of the door, unlefs you prefer the win- 
dow; take your choice, latin-coiner, for out 
you fhall go. 

Emuls. What ! Sir ! pay fo little reipeft to 
the faculty ! There never was fuch an indignity 
offered to a gentleman of the profelTion 1 — I 
have. Sir, difgraced myfelf by entering your 
premifes. 

Recluse. No impertinence, Mr. Quack. 

Emuls. 
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Emuls. a Quack ! 

Recluse. A Quack^ Sir, Leave the houfc 
peaceably, and get into your carriage, crefted 
with a drake, which denotes your profeflion j 
otherwife, you fhall bepopp'd out of the window, 
and make a (hort exit. 

Emuls. Sir! Sir I Sir! (going) Zounds! 
I muft alter my creft, and make the drake an 
owl. {afide — ExiL) 

Recluse. Impertinent ignoramus ! — He has 

pretty near dilpatched my foolifh fifter j and 
now he wants to praftife upon me. Hey-day ! 
I hear a noife ! What can it be ? (noi/e within) 

Ha NOV. The undertakers. I told you how 
it wou'd be,— The difmal crew have had fccnt 
af your death j here they are ; with your leave. 
Sir, ril put a joke upon them. 

Recluse. With all my heart; any thing to 
punifli them ; I abominate their profeflion. 

Handy, Pleafe to withdraw to that chair, 

ind you'll hear the converfation. 

Recluse. I will, I will; faith, I Ihall en- 
joy it^ 

Handy. No, I think we had better with- 
iraw into another apartment, and place yourfclf 
in an angle of the room.-^You'U reft quiet, 
to prevent fufpicion, and I (hall be a match for 



enti /twill be joke upon joke — I'm 
to vvitnefs their difappointment — 
lall enjoy it, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

{Exeunt.) 



End of the First Act. 
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II. 



SCENE I. 



yi Cbamher. Recluse and Handy. 



Han or. 

NOW to bufinefs. Sir. So, fo, here they 
come, take your feat. {Reclu/e running 

to the chair.) 



Enter undertakers, Grimly, Cojffin, and^iism, 
with three carf enters^ each a ^lank on his 
Jhoulder: all /peaking and Jiruggling fwr thej^rft 
bearing* 

Coffin. I was firft \n the houfc. 

fiNis. You was not. Sir. 

Grimly. Right, right> I firft got poflcflion. 
Mr. Handy, hear aie firft, — I'm a. man of feel- 
ing, and ftridl honour. 

Ha ND Y. What the. devil do you want, gen- 
tlemen ? 

T A Art 
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All anfwering. ThHjody ! the body ! 

Handy. Why in this hoftile manner ? Pray 
fpeak one at a time, — ^What body are you in 
purfuit of? 

All anfwering. Your mafter ! your mafter ! 
that lies dead ! 

Recluse- It gives me pleafure, *tis in my 
power to contradidl you. (afide.) 

Handy. Then I fuppofc by your feeking 
the dead, that you are, by profeffion, undcr^ 
takers. 

All anfwering. Yes, Sir. 

Coffin. I was regularly brought up to the 
bufinefs ; the others, there, are intruders, mere 
bunglers in it. 

The Others anfiver. You lie, rafcal, you 
lie. {they jojlle him.) 

Handy, (interferes) Pray, gentlemen, defift, 
be cool, and I'll examine a little into the truth 
of your firft entrance. 

All. Sir ! Sir ! 

Handy. Will you favour me with your 
names, gentlemen ? (^all pronounce their\ names 
together) Gentlemen, fpeak one at a time, dif- 
tinftly and methodically : — Yours, Sir ? 

Coffin. My name. Sir, is Coffin. 

Finis. And mine's Finis. 

Grimly, And mine's Grimly, 

Handy. 
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Handy. Very good names indeed^ and- 
charaderiftick. — I (hall now proceed to your 
examination — Coffin^ Finis^ and Grimly. Fly- 
catcher, I fay. Flycatcher. 

Enter Flycatcher. 

Fly CATC. Sir, did ycTu call I ? 

Handy. Yes, I called I. — Pray npw, which 
of thefe modeft, goodlooking gentlemen came 
firft to the houfe ? 

Flycatc. The virft of um were ill-fa- 
voured ; but for the matter of that, they all 
have a zumthing deadly about the muzzle. 
(looking at them) I, I thinks that*s he. {pointing 
to Finis.) 

Finis. Thou art right, right, right, my lad ; 
the job is mine, the job is mine — {dancing with 
joy) Not fo ill-favoured neither, {afide.) 

Grimly and Coffin. He's wrong, he's 
wrong. 

Finis. He's right, he's right, {tbey get noify.) 

Handy. Hold! hold ! gentlemen; I'll abide 
by what he fays; {pointing to Flycatcher) and 
the peribn he determines upon, ihall have the 
firft hearing. Now, gentlemen, you'll ftretch 
yourfelves out,, and be properly arranged, that 
we may proceed methodically to the cxami- 



nation. {Handy arranges them) Come, Elycatehcr, 
examine thefe good looking gentlemen; be 
careful' in thy fentence — 'tis a job of great 
confequence. 

Fly CATC. I wool, Zir. (jx amines them very 
carefully twice over — looking on Finis) No, you 
beant he. 

Finis, (whi/pers him) Yes, yes, here, here, 
take this, {a/tde — gives him money ^ and he turns 
to the audience.) 

Flycatc. Vive fhilling ! (aftde) Yes, you be 
he, I thinks ; but I can't be zure pofit. (-proceeds 
to Grimly) No, you beant he, howfomever; 
vor you was in zuch a hurry, that you a moft 
runn'd over me when I open'd the door. {Grimly. 
going to /peaky but his dijappointment hinders ut- 
terauce ; he wipes his eyes repeatedly. Flycatcher 
proceeds to Co fin ^ who winks ftgnificantly) No, 
no — {gives him money ^ and turns his face to the 
audience) Den and zix pence ! {afide) You was 
the virfl: man^ I'll take my david oath. 

Finis, {difappointed) Whatj^ Sir ! did I not 
give ? 

Fly CATC. He gave me dwice the zum 
zince. 

Grimly. "What an afs I have been t One 
guinea wou'd have fecured a verdid in my A* 
voiir. {aftde.) 

Handv. 
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Handy, (/a Grimly and Finis) Ypu fcc^ 
gentlemen, that you are found gvilty of being 
too late J you'll therefore retreat, and to-mor- 
row you*ll have your final anfwer. 

Grfmly. (infinuating to Hdndy — afide) Will 
you. Sir, do nne the favour to dine with vat to- 
day; rU give you an excellent dinners and 
Claret ! not that I fay it, there is not a man at 
Bath can produce fuch a fample. 

Handy. I love good eating and drinking, 
— ril come and fee a few bottle3 uncork'd — 
but not to day. 

Grimly. (Jmiles) Egad, the job is mine. 
{afide.) 

Finis, (to Handy — ajide — bowing) I am the 
fon of an Alderman of this corporation j and 
I married the daughter of an Aldernnan : and 
we branches of the corporation are free of the 
Theatre. Are you fond of plays ? V\\ frank 
you ; rU transfer my right to you at any time, 
and at all times. I know 'tis in your power 
to fecurc me the job-*-pleafe tp agcept this ten 
pound note — mum. 

Handy, Ten pounds ! mum ; yes, yes, I'll 
be mum. Well, Mr. Coffin, to bufmefs. — 
Mr. Finis, and Mr. Grimly, take yourfelvei 

away, be quick! move offl my time is prc^ 

cioui. 
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cious. (Finis and Grimly retreat flowly^ making 

Jignificant faces at Handy. Exeunt.) I fancy 

the bulincfs of an undertaker nnuft be very- 
profitable, (a violent knocking at the door) 
You nnuft withdraw, Sir, a gentleman is at 
the door, (knocking again) Pray leave the 
room, and when he is gone^ we'll renew the 
bufinefs. 

Coffin. Sir, Sir, (going) I'll be on the 
watch, (knocking again) till he's decamp'di 
when I (hall return. 

Handy. Well, well, (pujhes bim out-^Exit 
Coffin) Hey, who can this be ? 

Enter Posthaste in Boots, covered with dirt. 

Handy. Pray who, and what are you ? 

PosTH, And pray, who the devil, and what 
are you ? My name is Pofthafte. 

Handy. By your appearance, I think 
' you've been rather in a hurry, and making fo 
familiar with the knocker. And pray, Mr. 
Pofthafte, what may be your bufinefs ? 

PosTH. To take pofleflion. 

Handy. Another undertaker! — the devil 
is in the people, (afide) There's nothing here, 
that you have a right to poflTefs. 

PosTH, Yes, Sir, there is 3 and I, and my 

m after 
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mailer will poffefs all that's here, and turn you^ 
rafcal^ out of doors. 

Handy. That's very civil of you.— If not 
too impertinent, Mr. Pofthaltej what may be 
your mailer's name ? 

PosTH. Mr. Swindal, folc heir to old Reclufe, 
and to all he poifeiTed. 

Handy. I'll not undeceive him. {fifide) 
I believe Sir, he may. — If not too intruding, is 
Mr. Swindal in town ? 

PosTH. He's taking his lunch at the York- 
Houfc, Mr. what the devil do you call 
yourfelf? 

Handy. Handy is my name. Sir; very 
much at your honour's fervice. 

FosTH. Honour! — ^We London fervants 
command fo much refpeft by our fuperior 
knowledge, that the common fort tremble 
before us (aftde.) 

Handy. Did you fay, that your worthy 
mailer was in town ? 

PosTH. Curfe the fellow 1— I told you fo; 
and will be here to take poiTeiTion, when he has 
rcfreihed himfelf a little. 

Handy. I hope. Sir you'll pardon my ig- 
norance, for being fo troublefome. 

PosTH. This poor ignorant fellow is fright- 
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cnedatmc; but I'll fupport my confcqucncr. 
{aftde) I impute your ignonince. Sir, to the 
want of travelling, knowing the world, and rid- 
ing poft. 

Handy. Very true, indeed. Hive you, 
Mr. Pofthafte, heard or fcen any thing of 
Mafter Frank Reclufe, in your intelligent poft 
travels ? 

PostH. Not amifs 5 the fellow has fome- 
thing of a meaning, but rather aukward in h» 
addrefs. {ojidi) I and my mafter palled him on 
the road, in company with Mifs Byron ; making 
the beft of their way here, to drink the waters. 
I don't fuppofe he is made acquainted with 
his father's death, or his difinheritance; but 
the poor devil will hear it foon enough, ha \ 
ha! ha! 

Handy. Confequential monkey! V\\ nourilh 
his importance, however, and turn it to my own 
advantage, {aftde) Poor young man, Tm forry 
for his difappointment ; then 'twill be made up 
to him in a wife— *-flie's a good girl. 

PosTH. That's blown over, if tiiou mean*!! 

Mifs Byron. 

Handy. I do indeed. Sir, and pleafe you, 



Sfaarper«-<h« lady will not bear him on tfte 
ibbje&«~hc ts now no more than a ccmimon ac* 
,quaintaiu:e : and I faucf that, my malben wtil 
be the man of her choice, (^looking a$ bis watch) . 
Here, you Sir, take care, and be in the way j 
matter will foon be here, to whom you muft 
give up your charge. 

Handy. Moft certainly, and pleafe your 
honour's Poftfliipj I fliall obey your orders, 
Jtnd be well prepared for his reception, {going) 
It rains, (hall I call a chair for your worlhip? 
You may take cold, cofttraft a itvtVy and endan- 
ger your life. 

PosTH. No, no, I, I think Til walk it; the 
diftance is but Ihort. The fellow is civH, and 
can diftinguilh my fuperiority. {qfide) Well, 
Sir, if you behave with fubmiflion ; I have in- 
Buence with my mafter, and I'll fecure you a 
fubordinatte fituation here. — I think you may 
wait at my table, in the Steward's vooxti : — ^1 
intend to have a fecond table for the fake of 
reparation. Tho' JVe been but two days out 
of livery, this fortune will allow me the nc- 
ccffary indulgence', (ajtd'e.) 

HANbY. Thank yotir hbhour*s Stewardlhip, 
'{Exit Poftbafte) O puppy! puppy 1 pfihcd of 
pompofity ! if the mafter is as find a gentleman 
as his fcrvant, I think ^eiti a hopeful pair. 
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Well, I (hall fet my wits to work — ruin this 
Swindal in the opinion of my mafter j and fe- 
cure to his fon, his juft and lawful right. 

{Handy going, meets Coffin in a hurry.) 

Coffin, I perceive he is gone, Mr. Handy 
— I am a man of no ceremony, you fee \ fo re- 
turned, when I faw the coaft clear.-— -I am fcl- 
dom found guilty of being too late. 

Handy. So I fee : — And as I faid before, 
I fancy the bufincfs of an undertaker mull be 
very profitable, to allow Mr. Finis to give mc 
ten pounds by way of prefent. 

Coffin, Confound the fellow ! — ten pounds ! 
(afide) He can very ill afford fuch a premium; 
he's but a novice in the branch* But a man of 
my eftablilhment and reputation muft not be 
outdone by a broken-down bungler neither, — 
There, Sir, a fifteen pound note, (giving the 
note.) 

Handy. Sir, this convinces me that you 
are a gentleman; and you may reft afTured, 
when the breath pops out of the body — mean- 
while this money ftiall turn to a better account 
in my hands than yours, Mafter Coffin. 

Coffin, (alarmed) What, Sir! when t|^c 

breath pops out of the body !— What the devil, 

is your mafter not dead ? 

Handy. 
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Handy. In cuftonij but not in law. 

Coffin. In cuftom, but not in law! Sky 
I, I don't comprehend this — the newl-paper 
announced him dead. 

Handy. Very truci that made him only 
dead in cuftom; but I can aflfure you> Mr. 
Coffin, that he is not dead in law. 

Coffin, (impatient) Confound^your law 
and cuftom too ! — I fay, is your mafter dead ? 
(very loud.) 

Handy. Don't be fo loud, moderate your 
heat ; I'm not hard of hearing. 

Coffin. Ca — can any man in my lituation 
be nient ? Sir, is he dead> I fay, or not dead ? 
(louder.) 

Handy, (low) In cuftom, as I faid before, 
but not in law ; for the phyfical tribe have only 
three-fourths done him over yet. 

Coffin. Well, well, ( in/tnuating) that 
foftens the matter, my good friend — if the fa* 
culty have been tampering with him, I may 
expefl: him foon. 

Handy. Yes, yes, the faculty have pro- 
nounced him incurable, and have withdrawn 
their attendance, and voluntarily too i which is 
fomething lingular, they fhou'd give up the 
chace, when the fcent lay fo profitable. 

Coffin. True, Sir, true, 'tis a very tak- 

U ing 



ing profcffion ; but it does not become me to 
i^ail againft the faculty neither, for they are 
fteady promoters of our branch : — For difpatch 
is the very foul and principle of our trade ; and 
eighteen patients out of twenty they convey 
over to us, when the pulfe won't yield a fee, 
as they call it irt the way of bufinefs. Well, 
Mr. Handy, with your leave. Til take your 
inafter's d\mtnCionSy (Reclu/e Jlarls) and pre- 
pare for his depofit, as we call it in the way of 
bufinefs. 

Handy. You'd not be fo loft to feeh'ng, 
as to take his meafure before he's dead. 

Coffin. Cuftom makes it familiar to us.— 
As for lofing my feeling, Sir, ha ! ha ! not that 
I lay it, there's not a man in the City of Bath, 
that has a finer feeling than I have. Why, Sir, 
I had intelligence the other day of a dying 
Nabob, whom our good friends, the faculty, 
had turned over to our management, by declar- 
ing, that he had not above five hours to live.—* 
This intelligence made it neccflary for me to 
go poft to his lodging tofecure his conveyance; 
but unfortunately cou'd not get fight of the 
body ; a Mr. Shroud, a little, trifling, infigni- 
ficant fellow, having got pofleflion of the houfc 
before me, was promifcd the job. How- 
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think it prudent to withdraw from the prenii- 
fes ; (6 hiding myfelf for two days and two 
nights in a coal hole, on the morning after 
the fecond night's watch, I heard a great con- 
fufion in the houfe : fo I ventured out of my 
hiding place — whipped into the bed room, and 
found my objeft in a very good way. 

Handy. What do you mean by a good 
way, Mr. Coffin ? 

CoFFi N. A dying, a dying. Sir 5 and as I faid 
before, having a very fine feeling, with this fin- 
ger and thumb, I felt a pulfe in his throat rather 
quick — I concluded he muft be in great pain ; 
and fo out of pure humanity, I fcientifically 
prefTed it a little, and the poor gentleman gave 
it up very quietly ; — I then whipped this rule 
out of my pocket, (I never move about, without 
my pocket companion) took his dimenfions, 
and fecured the job ; and it turned out a very 
profitable one indeed. 

Handy. Had not your feelings been fo very 
fine, the Nabob might not have wanted yout 
afliftance quite fo foon. 

Coffin. O ! poor gentleman ! as for that 
matter, when the faculty have pronounced fen- 
tence, that a patient cannot live fix hours from 
that time — I think if a patient might - by 
chance out-live the judgment of the faculty 

U 2 three 
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three or four days, 'tis of very little confc 
quencc to a man, when it comes to that, you 
know, whether he lives four days> or four 
minutes. 

Handy. Indeed! 

Coffin. Certainly — And for my part,.when 
a fellow creature is in pain, or troubled with a 
bad confcience, as thefe Nabobs in general are» 
I think one cou'd not do a more humane ac-^ 
tion, than to give them a lift, as wc call it in 
the way of bufinefs. And if you pleafc, Mr, 
Handy, to give me ^ fight of your matter, I'll 
foon determine the number of hours he has to 
live, only by grafping his pipe a little, 

Recluse, (getting up frighted) The damn'd 
dog ! The murderer will have me, whether I will 
or not: but I'll efcape his grafp, as he calls 
it in the way of bufinefs. {afide. — Exit. J 

Coffin. What! what! — Who the devi| 
is he ? 

Handy. Don't be alarm'd at him, he is 
only an old fellow that's here — He is a little 
hurt in the head. 

Coffin. Then as he belongs to the family, 
I may have him too ; he feems to be going 
our way. But to return — if you'll fuffer me 
JO pulfe your nrjafter a little, *tis foon done, and 
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no doubt, he muft fufFcr greatly, poor gentle- 
man ; and a change muft foon happen, as we 
term it in the way of bufmefs. 

Handy. A change ! 

Coffin. Certainly a change— I have indeed 
known many inftances of people being cured 
of all complaints by fending only for a clergy- 
man, a phyfician ; but the fight of an under- 
taker never fails of blunting all their pains; the 
fright foon lulls them to a dead fleep, as we 
term it in the way of bufinefs. 

Handy. You feem very converfant in your 

bufmefs, and very expeditious, I think. 

Coffin. No man more fo. — I have had 

the honour, Sir, of depofiting, from his Grace 
to the humble 'Squire — I never convey any thing 
below an Efquire, no, unlefs I'm folicited, as 
a favour, which I confider very particular in- 
deed. I am as famous. Sir, in my decorations, 
as 1 am in difplaying the funeral ceremony, 
which I treat with great pomp and magnifi- 
cence } and never fail of attrafting the admira- 
tion of the curious beholders. 

Handy. Such fights muft be very enter- 
taining to be fure. 

Coffin. Charmingly fo, charmingly fo, 
when under my direftion. — I am particularly 
careful too, in procuring men of a melancholy 

U 3 coun- 
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countenance and of a Jcwilh connplexion, twelve 
of which I give double wages to — I challenge all 
England to produce fuch a troop — they are down- 
right Crocodiles, can (hed tears at pleafure ; and 
their fighing is charmingly melancholy, which 
heightens, you know, the folemnityprodigioufly. 
— There's not a man in all the world. Sir, that 
does bufinefs with fo much tafte, and fplen- 
dor, as your humble fervant. I, I fuppofe, you 
mean to move off with fixes. 

Ha:jdy. With fixes ! 
Coffin. Certainly by fixes— Six blacks to 
the hearfe, and fix coaches, with fix horfcs 
to each; which will make forty-two draft 
horfes, befides horfemen, all caparifoned with 
efcutcheons and other lively ornaments. — Egad ! 
we fhall cut a mod brilliant figure. 

Handy. You infernal death hunter ! — 
you favage monfter ! — Wou'd you bury him 

alive ? 

Coffin. Sir, — Sir, — Sir, I aflc pardon, no 
offence, I hope; I only mention this, that I 
mav be before hand with the work. Such a 
cavalcade, I afilire you, is not to be got ready 
at a day's notice. 

IIandv. Damn your cavalcade — I tell you 
he*s not dead. 

Coffin, But, my good friend, my dear 
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Mr. Handy — ^he can't live, (rat at at the door) 
I fear there's company— I'll withdraw for the 
prefent ; go and give direffcions for the funeralj 
and fhall return to rtiy ^zXcYil fratat.) 

Handv. Confound your watch ! — Get out 
of the houfe. 

Coffin. I am gone ;. but Vl\ return to my 
poft, and wait the glorious event. 

Handy. Leave the houfe. (Exit Coffin) 
Canmail be <uch a barb))Lmii i ^ (SxU.) 



End of tb^ SECOND Act, 
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SCENE I. 



Enter Cad gut hading her Lady — futs ber in 

a Chair. 

Miss Phoebe. 

OH ! Oh ! oh ! I am fo— I am fo fliort 
breathed — oh ! fo full, I feel it in my 
throat : there, Cadgut, lay me in the chair, 
(Jeated) Oh ! forty draughts are too much 
to be taken in ten hours — Oh ! 

Cadgut. It wou'd ferve me, I think, ten 
years J but then, Mr. Emulfion knows beft 
your conftitution> nay, better than you do your- 
felf. The Quality don*t trouble themfelves 
about their conftitutions, they leave that to the 
Dodors to manage ; who tell them when they 
are fick, and when they are well. 

Miss Phoebe. True, vtrj true, Cadgut, 'tis a 
great convenience to us, to be told how we feel. 

Oh! 
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Oh! I have rcafon to fay fo, from the repeated 
benefits— oh ! — I have experienced from that 
charming, that charming creature, Mr. Emul- 
fion, oh ! I, I cou'd not live a day, no, not 
an hour without him — oh ! quite choaked.— I 
wifli he was come. 

Cadout. He'll foon be here, I dare fay, 
and give you fomething to carry it off again. — 
Hah ! here he comes. 



Enfer Emulsion, bowing very obfequioujly. 

Miss Phoebe. Oh Do6lor ! — Cadgut, you 
may go, child. Pray tell me how I am, oh ! 
(putting out her band.) 

Cadgut. {^aftde — withdraws) Silly woman ! 
gives him half her fortune to be poifoned. 

(Exit.) 

Emuls. {feeling her pulje) A pulfe — yes a 
pulfe, rather ficknum. 

Miss Phoebe, Oh ! Doftor, what ftate is 
that ? 

Emuls. That is hardum, not to fay hardy. 

Miss Phoebe. Hardy ! O ! Doftor, will it 
go hard with me ? 

Emuls. Recoiling, and, a little frifking. 

Miss Phoebe. Whifking ! — Is that a fa- 
vourable 
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vourablc fymptam ? — Oh! Fm fo full — ^what 
can be the reafon ? Fm broiling, Dodlor. 

Emuls. 'Tis obvious — obvium, that, the, 
at,mor,phere, of, this, apartment, is totally vi- 
tiated, by rea,fon, of, the, con,den,fi,fi,cation, 
of, the, air. 

Miss Phoebe. Vitiated! — Oh I but I am 
fo fweiled — the caufe, Doftor. 

Emuls. The caufe is a, fort of a, kind of a, 
an overwhelming rapidity, rufliing to and fro 
in the internal tubes, or pipes. — But to fpeak 
according to arts and fciences — The vcflels are 
over-laden, which is to fay, they arc dilated, or 
expanfified by the fudden deluge conveyed, or 
poured into them. 

Miss Phoebe. I feel, indeed, over-laden. 
Oh ! but I hope nothing has given way. 

Emuls. No, but we muft break way, as 
foon as convenientum : which is to convey, or 
carry from. — I have my doubts, that you muft 
have maftificated a quantum immoderatum of 
roaft metum ; if fo, there may be danger — 
great danger indeed. 

Miss Phoebe, (dijcovers great fear) Oh! 
am I in danger ? I did only pick the bones of a 
boiled chicken, and, and a few mufhrooms.— • 
Oh ! how well, Doftor, you underftand my 
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conftitution, to find out, by my pulfe, what I eat 
for my f upper. 

Emuls. a broil'd chicken, and mufhrooms, 
and concluded with a black pudding: rebellion 
and death ! poifonatus, that is to fay, poifon, in 
the vulgar tongue. 

Miss Phoebe. O Doftor! my dear pre- 
ferver ! am I poifoned ? Oh ! think, think of an 
expedient to, to expel it. 

Emuls, (quick) I Ihall proceed fnftantane- 
oufly to purgefy, emetify, lenify, cleanfefy, and 
peacefy, the acrimony that's afloatum, like an 
air balloonum in your abdomum, which is 
caufed from the chickendum broilatum, aqd 
mufhroom fauceum, &c. 

Miss Phoebe. Oh! Mr. Emulfion, I, I 
dread the operation, but I'm refigneds take what 
. courfe you pleafe ; I owe my life to you, oh T 

Cadgut. (lift ens undijcovered) Foolifh wo* 
man ! he robs you of your life, (aftde.) 

Emuls. Certainly, you have mod rigidly 
honoured my prefcriptions with a fpeedy fwalli- 
fication ; however, I now, I have my doubts, 
that fhou'd this operation fail, or not prove 
efficacious, which is not impoflible — don't flatter 
yourfelf. 

Miss Phoebe, (frightened) Oh ! Mr. Emul- 
fion, do you pronounce me incurable ? 

Emuls 
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Emuls. Now's my time, (he's alarmed, and 
rU make the conqueft. (afide.) You are, I 
perceive, and conceive, gone beyond the me* 
dical fyftem. — But I have one expedient, which 
I am convincified, will not only prefervc life, 
but will tend to a fpeedy, firm, and folid cura- 
tion of all your parts. 

Miss Phoebe. You divine creature, I'll 
take any thing you (hall prefcribe, to have my 
health reftored, oh ! 

Cadgut. {aftde) What is going forward now? 
Emuls. I fliall now proceed, by flow and 
regular gradations, to the ifle of matrimony. 
(afide) I have turned over volumes innumerable 
in fearch of a cafe fimilar to yours, but have 
found only two, and thofe were two ladies of 
ancient Rome \ ladies of the fii ft diftinftion and 
quality, who confulted Efculapius, the great 
God of phyfic ; at the requeft of Diana, he 
reftored Hippolytus to life, and delivered Rome 
from the plague, for which they built his God- 
(hip a temple. 

Miss Phoebe. Wonderful! But did he, 
oh ! reftore the two ladies ? 

Emuls. Efculapius, by his wonderful art, 
caus'd their reftoration alfo. 

Miss Phoebe. I hope he's gone to heaven. 
Emuls. There's no doubt of the faculty. / 

Cadgut. 
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Cadgut. (afide) I doubt it very much. 

Miss Phoeqe. I fhou'd think their good 
deeds below entitle them to happinefs above, 
oh ! — Pray, Mr. Emulfion, my dear preferver, 
proceed without delay to reftore me according 
to the good Efculapius. 

Emuls. Now, madam, as I perfeftly undcr- 
fland your cafe, and the virtues of medicine^ 
I underftand al(b the knowledge of application; 
I am matter of your conftitution, nay, your life» 

Miss Phoebe. You are, indeed; I owe it to 
you. 

Emuls. How came I to acquire this degree 

of knowledge of your conftitution ? — The an- 

fwer is obvious, becaufe I have furnijQbed it^ 
drench'd, and cleanfefied it. 

Cadgut. (jafide) 'Tis fo well furnifh'd, that 
'twill admit of no more of your furniture, unlels 
you intend Ker an aerial voyage. 

Emuls. {continues) But to proceed to the 
curation completum. Firft, there can be no 
abfolute curation. 

Miss Phoebe. Oh! have you no abfolute 
cure for me ? 

Emuls. Not unlefs you comply. 

Miss Phoebe. I always conform, ohl I 
never refufe, you know I don't: I wiH take all 
ygu can give me, Do^r, 

Capgut* 
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Cadout. {afide) I fwear to that. 

Miss Phoebe, (continues) Pray, cbnfidcr 

eell, this is a cafe of life or death. ^ 

... \ 

Emuls. I conceive it is, and I have in ftorc 

. remedy. 

Miss Phoebe. Have you? Good creature!' 

Emuls. I wou'd fain tell you, yet the 
emedy is of fuch a nature, that I apprehend, 
t might give caufe of offence, and Ihock your 
eelings. — *Tis a matter, that requires a very 
lelicate conveyance. 

Miss Phoebe. Oh ! Mr. Emulfion, deli^ 
:acy (hou'd be fet afide, when life's in danger, 
^et not a moment be loft. 

Cadgut. {afide) I fay delicacy. 

Emuls. Now for conqueft, artd half her 
brtune. (afide) To unlock my cabinet of 
knowledge, I (ball impart to you, the fruit of 
ny laborious ftudies. — Hem ! As I obferved 
)efore, there can be no curation abfolutum, 
intil you are married : a hufband is the only 
eftorative left, according to the Efculapian 
Jyftema. (ftruis majeftically.) 

Cadgut. (afide) Who will marry an apothe- 
ary's fhop ? She's like an ulaged caflc fet in 
notion, fwag, fwag.-— But her money will make 
ip the deficiency. 

Miss Phoebe, (/miles) Married! Did, did 
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you fay marry ? A hulband ! I am terrified I yet, 
Mr. Emulfion, I cou'd in my heart fmilc. — A 
huA^and do you think ? ( getting from the chair 
much revived.) 

Cai>gut (afide) The thoughts of.a man has 
put new life into her. 

Emuls. Abfolutas, matrimonium, a huf- 
band, 'tis Homo alone. 

Miss Phoebe. Homo ! who is he ? 

Emuls. Homo was a man, the fon of 
Homer, the great Latin poet. But to perform 
the cu ration completum, the cafe will not 
admit of delay, left by retardation, death (hould 
cxercife his deftruftive quiver. 

Miss'Phoebe. (in raptures) 0\ Mr. Emul- 
fion ! life is fwect ; but, dear Sir, as I am not 
well-— But then, my maiden bloom, to be 
fbre, is not much faded 5 but the misfortune is, 
that 'tis not cuftomary, in this ceremonious 
country, not cuftomary, Doftor, for ladies to 
propofe wha — whatever, however they may be 
difpofed ; you have affifted me hitherto. 

Emuls. And (hall affift in future ; gratitu** 
dum, gratitudas dwellethhere. (putting his band 
fo his hreaft,) 

Miss Phoebe. You charm me; I, I feel 

greatly revived at your noble fentiments. — But, 

poftor, is there any neceflity of my undergoing 

4 your 
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your medical operation, if I am — if I follow-^ 
purfue the good Efculapius. 

Cadout. {aftde) So, foi fhe'U follow the 
God's advice. 

Emuls. By no means j I banifli medicine, 
and trample on my own intereft, when I am 
convincified, it can no longer contribute to 
your reftoration. This is a tender fubjeft, be- 
caufe it treats of the tender palTionsi and to pre- 
vent embarraffment, I fliall come to the point. 

Miss Phoebe. 'Tis a tender fubjedt indeed; 
pray come to the point ; 'twill be a feaft to mc 
to enjoy health i I leave it to you, I have no 
will of my own ; delays you fay arc dangerous^ 

Cadgut. O ! thou lafcivious woman ! (jijide.) 

Emuls. Very threatening : and the neceffi- 
tatup of your complaint weeps for matrimony. 
I know a gentleman, a friend of mine, a bro- 
ther-in-law, who has frequently inquired after 
your welfare. — He's a man of great parts. 

Miss Phoebe. Your brother in law ! The 
more agreeable if allied to your valuable fa- 
mily .--rl am infinitely obliged to the gentle- 
man. You fay that he's a man of great parts 
too : a very ftriking recommendation indeed. 

Emuls. Surprifing parts, of large reading, 
deep penetration, and wonde^-ful prudition. — 
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But, there may arife an objcdkion — he is a wi- 
dower. 

Miss Phoebe. Had he any children ? 

Cadgut. (qfide) Angling at a diftance. 

Emuls. Three; the firft was a daughter, 
and the fecond birth produced twin boys. 

Miss Phoebe. (Jmiles) Twins! twins! did 
you fay twins ? 

Emuls. Twins, but have fince been taken 
off by a peftilcntial malady, 

Cadgut. (afide) She feems to relifh the 

twins. 

Miss Phoebe, Pretty creatures ! I adore 
children, I love them to my heart ; for their 
little prattling innocence is fo very entertain- 
ing. — Pray does the good father live in town ? 

Cadgut. (afide) Strong fymptoms of com- 
pliance. 

Emuls. He is juft arrived, his name is Mr. 
Swindal, a man of property and integrity. — Not 
ftrikingly handfome, but a conftitution healthy, 
and in years about thirty. 

Miss Phoebe. Very fteady years indeed.-— 
I ftiou'd certainly prefer health to beauty.— Did 
you fay he was in town ? 

Cadgut. (afide) If the thoughts only of a 
hufband revive her, what mufl. marriage pro- 



Emuls. I didi and, with your leave, I'll 
communicate the affair to him, in a pretty, 
tender, delicate manner ; not give him to un- 
dcrftand, that you know any thing of the bufi- 
nefs, no, no. 

Miss Phoebe. By no means; you well 
nndcrfland the human frame — for the appear- 
ance of forward nefs, you know, to fome men— 

Emuls. Judicioufly obferv'd 5 with fome 
men it may, but he has too much good fenfe to 
obferve fuch trifles^ he'll prefer opennefs to coy- 
ncfs. — When he comes, I wou'd make no cere- 
mony with him, becaufe your firuation will not 
admit of delay. Dl go, give orders in the 
mean time, that a clergyman be in readinefs. 

Miss Phoebe. Good man I your care en- 
dears you to me J fuch a proof of tendernefs — 
ril withdraw, and — CS^^^S-J 

Cadgut. (rffide) Til get the dart, left I 
fhou'd be fufpev5led. (Exit.) 

Emuls. And prepare for the moment that*s 
pregnant with (S^^^S') 

Miss Phoebe. Did you fay pregnant ? 

Emuls. I follow you, Mifs. 

Miss Phoebe. I afk your pardon, I thought 
you had more to urge on that fubjcft. 

(Exeunt.) 



Re- 
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Re-enter Cadovt. 

Cadgut. Ha! ha! ha! was there ever fuch 
a— ha ! ha ! — remedy thought on for a dying 
wonnan before. — Well, if I don't over trump 
them, my name is not Cadgut, (bell rings) 
l^fhaw ! I know this Swindal, by report, to be 
confoundedly avaricious, and fuch a charafter 
wou'd marry a broomftick for money : egad, I 
am glad I have fet all my artillery in motion 
to defeat this matrimonial combination, and 
divert it to another channel. — If deception is 
fair in the field of Mars, why not in Cupid's 
campaign. — Ahah ! who is this ? I proteft 'tis 
my old friend Archly. — Now to reward meritj 
fince they who think thcmfelves greater will not. 

Enier Archly. 

Archly. My dear Cadgut, what is all this 
about ; did you fend for me to be married, when 
I am not in love ? 

Cadgut. Then, Sir, you are the more at 
liberty. 

Archly. You are furely mad, child. 

Cadgut. I fay mad, indeed ! — Will you. 
Sir, be independent ? Will you marry a lady of 
fortune ? 



Archly, (/miles) Independence to a depen- 
dant man, founds pleafing. — But you are joking. 

Cadgut. I am really ferious. Sir, but you 
feem indifferent. 

Archly. My dear friend, how, howcan it 
happen ? Pray give me the particulars ? 

Cadgut. Will you be married. Sir? anfwcr 
me that. 

Archly. Why, I think, I may rely upon 
you, Cadgut. 

Cadgut. Nay, pleafe yourfelf ; but 'tis too 
much the fafhion now-a-days, for people to 
marry to pleafe others, more than to pleafe 
themfelves. Still if what I mean to propo/eto 
you, you (hou'd not think confiftent with your 
honour and happinefs, don't let my perfuafions 
prevail j you know beft your own feelings. — 
But to an explanation — Mifs Phoebe has been 
doftor fick for years, and has taken a fea of 
medicine, which has brought her fo low, that 
her apothecary has now pronounced her a dead 
woman, if fhe*s not married in the courfe of a 
few hours. The apothecary having an intereft 
in the marriage, procures one Swindal, a friend 
of his, and as great a villain as himfelf ; who 
will be here prefently to be married, tho* they 
never faw one another.— No matter, he marries 
her for her fortune, and Ihe marries him for her 

life. 



life. — ^Now, Sir, mind, mind, what I am going 
to fay, and if you approve the device, I fhall be 
in readinefs to receive Mr. Swindal, and (hall 
perfonate my miftrefs myfelf 5 and, was I not 
engaged to Handy, I don't know whether I 
fliou'd not marry him myfelf, but tho' a fervant, 
I (hall not forfeit my word, nor ever make a 
facrifice of gratitude. 

Archly. Generous woman ! that fentiment 
warms my heart ! We leave ingratitude to the 
higher clafs to prafticc. — But my indepen* 
dence. 

Cadgut. I have not forgot. — Parfon Tack- 
wcl is ordered to be at a minute's call; you 
therefore muft perfonate Swindal, and my lady 
will marry you, withovit any kind of ceremony 
on her part, I'm fure, as you are fuppofed to 
come recommended from Emulfion. Well, 
now how do you like my fcheme ? 

Archly. Admirably ; never was there 
plann'd a better plot. — But, I, I fear, I fhall 
find myfelf embarraflcd. 

Cadgut. Never fear, one good office de- 
ferves another j as you come to fave her life, 
you'll find her all civility and compliance ; fay 
a few civil, gallant things, and I'm fure they'll 
not be loft. — I have the higheft opinion of your 
honour and integrity, and tho* you may never 



the hall, of the name of Swindal ; he wants to 
fpeak to my miflrefs. 

Cadgut. Shew him into the back parlour, 
Robert, and I'll go and acquaint her. 

Robert. Yes, Mrs. Cadgut. {Exit Servant ,) 

Cadgut. So the lover is come, ha J ha! 
Well, Archly, you'll go wait in my room, till I 
call you. {going) But if you, in your heart, think 
you cannot make yourfelf happy — be honefl", 
retreat, before you advance too far in the purfuit. 

Archly. You may reft alTured, that I (hall 
never leflTen the opinion, you fogeneroufly have 
conceived of me. — Succefs attend you. 

Cadgut. There's no fear; I pronounce the 
conqueft, before the attack commences. 

In fpight of all wiles of wheedling man, 

'Tis woman to complete, or mar a plan. 

(Exeunt.) 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 



Mr. SwiuDAL /olus, /eated. 

Mr. Swindal. Well, this will be a rare 
harveft home, upon my foul, ha ! ha ! — Thirty 
thoufand in the four per cents. It founds well, 
and if I can evade the promife I made to Emul- 
fion, of paying him one half upon the marriage, 
I will. — If I marry before the articles are 
executed, I fhall have the fum total to myfelf, 
fnug. — Confequently the fooner I marry, the 
better. — Faith ! here (he comes — Not fo feeble 
neither — a little hobbling tho', a going, a 
going, I fee. (juhbing his hands) Charming 
fymptoms, ha ! ha ! 

Enter Cadgut, ferfonating Miss Phoebe. 

Cadgut. Sir, I prefume, that you are Mr. 
Emulfion's friend, Mr. Swindal, that he fpeaks 
fo favourable of, oh ! 

Swindal. The, the identical perfon, very 
much, Mifs, at your fervice. — Faith, 1 like her 
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perfon, (he's not long for this world, (fiifles a 
laugh — afide.) 

Cadgut. Mr. Swindal, you do me honour. 
Will you be feated, good Sir? oh ! 

Swindal. I live but to obey you, Mrfs, hem, 
hem. 

Cadgut. What a charming conftitution, oh! 

Swindal. Never had a day's illnefs in all 
my life, 'pon honour, hem, hem. 

Cadgut. Delightful ! How found> oh ! arc 
your lungs ! 

Swindal. Perfecftly fo, Mifs, hem ! hem ! 
as tight as a drum, hem, hem. She begins to 
melt, (afide.) 

Cadgut. Charming ! Health is a very 
great blefTing, Mr. Swindal. — He'll not come 
to the point — I'll fift him by degrees, {afide) 
Have you heard any news to day, are the flocks 
in a rifing, or falling ftate ? 

Swindal Hah! that looks well, faith. (^^(?) 
In a rifing (late. — By the Jiature of your enqui- 
ries. Ma'am, I prefume, that you are interefted. 
— A holder of (lock. — The fours were up two 
per cent, to day. 

Cadgut. Thank you. Sir ; I have been fo 
ill : never go out, never hear any news. — I have 
nobody 10 manage for me \ my affairs are terribly 
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negleftcd. I think I have given him, now, an 
opportunity to declare himfelf. (afide,) 

SwiNDAL. Good, good, {afide) Did you, 

Mifs, fay, that your property lay in the funds ? 
hem, hem. 

Cadgut. You {hall pay for that hemming, 
by being well hummed, {afide) All my property 
lies in the new fours, Mr. Swindal. — I have no 
landed property, nothing but this houfe 1 live 
in. — My affairs are terribly derang'd. Oh ! He 
is very flow, (afide.) 

Swindal. I mud found her. {nfide) Did 
you, Mifs, fay, fay that you had thirty thoufand 
in the fours, hem, hem. 

Cadgut. The money out-fteps love, I fee, 
(^aftde) I Ihou'd have faid forty thoufand, which 
is all the property I have, this houfe excepted. 
Oh ! But if I had fomebody to manage for me, 
oh ! it might be made more confiderable, by 
taking the advantage of the ebbing and flowing 
of the ft:ocks. 

Swindal. Excellent ! {afide) My dear Mifs 
Phcebe, permit me, I can no longer refift your 
charms ; your virtue, and your judgment in 
bufinefs, rivet you in my heart. Suffer me then, 
to preferve your life, proteft your amiable per- 
fon, and be the guardian of your fortune. 

Cadgut. There is fome fcnfe in this; puppy 



D if covers Recluse alone ^ examining butter* 

ft 

flies i i^c. A bird in his band* 

Recluse. 

WELL5 this bird is a very great curiofity, 
indeed, and will be a very confiderable 
addition to nny coUedlions i had the fellow alked 
me fifty pounds more for it, I (hou'd have made 
the purchafe. (Handy enters) Look here. Handy, 
there is fomething curious, look at it, examine 
it i 1 bought it dog cheap, fifty pounds, and \h 
well worth a hundred ; look at it's yellow, fine, 
tapering beak. 

1 Iandy. *Tis a cornilh jack-daw, not worth 
fifty farthings. 

Recluse. No fuch thing, Handy, the bird 
came from the South Sea, from Otaheite; I 

bought 



bought It of a failor, who told me he lately 
came from thofe parts, and the fellow did not 
look to me an impodor. 

Handy. Well, Sir, pleafe yourfelf. — But 
for the prefent, turn your thoughts, I befcech 
you, upon other bufinefs, which, in my opinion, 
is of far more confequence. 

Recluse. Of more confequence ! Can any 
thing in the world be of more confequence, 
than my great and valuable colleftions, the 

pleafing purfuit of which, I have dedicated my 
whole life to ? 

Handy. And when that life is no more, 
nobody will thank you for them, unlefs it be 
moths i a pretty harbour enough for fuch ver- 
min. 

Recluse. The world is nothing to me. 
Handy, I care not for it, I have liv'd to pleafe 
myfelf, and (hall j I court no man's fmiles, nor 
fhall I dread any man's frowns, they are all alike 
to me. 

Handy. There is nothing new in this 
doftrine. — But did you know all, there is a 
fomething that you ought to care about, or I 
am greatly out in my calculations. 

Recluse. Is there ? What can it be ? 

Handy. The houfe you now live in, is not 



I 
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« RectusB. What ! not my own ! 

Handit* No, nor its furniture, above an 
hour longer, perhaps not fo long. 

RecLitsb. What the devil ! is the under- 
taker coming to ftop the pulfe in my throat ? 

Handy. No, I have made intercft with 
him at laft, and lengthened your furlough. But 
the long and the ifaort of the ftory is this — Mr. 
Swindal has fent his fervant to furvey the pre- 
mifes, in confequence of your fuppofed death $ 
and he himfelf will be here fhortly to take 
poiTeflion, confidering himfelf your heir: how« 
ever I did not undeceive the prodigal. 

Rbclusb. Tou a£bed well ; thou ihalt pro* 
fit for this. What the devil do the people 
trouble themfelves about me? I trouble no 
body. — What! wou*d they have pofleffion be- 
fore nature yields ? 

Handy. No doubt of that — ^heirs are im- 
patient. But if you'll follow my advice, I wou'd 
feek revenge. 

Recluse. How can I difcover the 

leeches ? 

Handy. The caficR: thing in life; Til un- 
dertake to feparate your friends from your 
enemies ; and you fliall have ocular demonftra- 
tion. 

Recluse; Do, do, I like proof pofitive.— 

But 
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But for all that, Til not gi^e up my Otaheitc 
nightingale for a Cornifti jack-daw neither. 
Well, if thou canft, by fome trick or fcheme, 
feparate my friends from my foes ; why, they 
fliall be rewarded at my deceafe, as I find they 
dcferve. 

Handy. I'll feparate the good metal from 

the drofs, my life for it ; and give you every 
advantage you can wilh for : and to accomplifti 
the bufinefs, you yourfelf, unfeen, fhall be wit- 
nefs to our converfation. 

Recluse. Excellent ! I admire ocular proofs. 
Handy. You'll then be enabled to form a 
judgment of Mr. Swindal's afFedicn for you. 

Recluse. Right, fo I (hall. Faith, Handy, 
I believe I fhall make thee my heir — yes I will ; 
thou fhalt be my heir. 

Handy. Heaven forbid I fhou'd ftrengthen 
fuch an idea, when you have a lawful fon. 
Befides, I (hou'd not know what to do with fo 
much wealth — I have no ambition to be great, 
not I. If I fhou'd by chance out-live you; 
why, if you leave me a hundred or two a year, 
to place me below the great, above the lower 
clafs of beings, and on a level with the mid- 
dling, is all I want, or wi(h for. 
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dinefs for the reception of my heir ; (going) I 
feel impatient, till the experiment is over. 

Hakdy. Sir, I follow you. If I can but 
reconcile him to his fon, I fhall be more than 
happy. {afideS) (Exeunt.) 



SCENE 11. 

Street. Mijs Byron walking alone with an um- 
brella^ meeting Mr. Swindal — He Jlarts^ when 
he dijcovers MiJs Byron. 

S WIND. Ha ! whom do I fee ? — my eyes fure 
cannot deceive me — they were feen on the road 
•—It muft be Mifs Byron* Now for a difplay of 
my genuine wit, and natural vivacity. — Cou'd 
I but fecurc her confidence, Mifs Phoebe fliou'd 
feek her life thro' another channel. — No, it 
won't do, ha! ha! Phoebe's purfe is better 
furniflied. (walks up to her, and pats her on the 
Jljouldcr,) 

Miss Bvron. (Jlarts) Lord, Sir! What, 
Mr. Swindal, is it you ? you really frightened 
nic. 

SWIND. 
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SwiND. Frightened ! frightened at me ! ha ! 
ha ! I have a pretty knack, to be fure, of alarm* 
ing the ladies ; I always take the fex by fur- 
prife, ha ! ha ! One of my principal amufements, 
ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Miss Byron. Infignificant puppy ! {afide) 
'T was a good joke to be fure, ha! ha! i^botb 
laugh.) 

SwiND. So it was, ha! ha! I love a good 
joke, ha ! ha ! 

Miss Byron. *Twas fo judicious, fo well 
timed, (^both laugh.) 

SwiND. 'Twas, 'twas, 'twas, ha ! ha ! ha ! 
I have a peculiar method of timing things, 
always in time, ha ! ha ! ha ! . 

Miss Byron. The manner in which you 
accofted me had fo much the air of good 
breeding, and fo witty withal. — 

SwiND. Wit, wit, ha! ha! ha! Wit, ha! 
ha ! I was always rated firft wit among the 
wits, ha ! ha ! 

Miss Byron. And wou'd make an excel- 
lent prcfident to the board of witlings. 

SwiND. Right, right, hal ha! upon my 
foul you are right — I have manufaftured for 
the Morning Poft, ha ! fome lines which were 
very pointed. 

Miss Byron. Now is my time) his conceit 
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of himfelf, and a little flattery in addition may 
throw him oflP his guard and lead to a confcf- 
fion. {afide) Your compofitions. Sir, are very 
poignant indeed. — I read the other day in the 
Morning Pofl:, an excellent and well-drawn 
paragraph, relative to Mr. Reclufe ; and a very 
fair and juft defcription of him. 

SwiND. Did you read it ? ha ! ha ! not 

that I fay it (futs his hands to his mouthy and 

Jlifles a laugh.) 

Miss Byron. All but a confeflion. (aftde) 
I did with pleafure read it, and did fu(pe6t {nods) 
fomebody. 

SwiND. No, no, ha! ha ! pray don't now; 
upon my foul you are a little witch, ha! ha ! you 
are 'pon my foul, if you difcover the author of 
that paragraph, ha ! ha ! 

Miss Byron. I think, I can aim at the au- 
thor to a degree of certainty ; there are many 
more on the fame fubjeft, and by the fame pen 
too — {looking fteadfaftly at him) Am I right ? 

SwiND. {confufed) Well, well, upon my foul you 
are a little forcerefs, ha 1 ha I I, I did to be fare, 
take a little more than common pains, ha ! ha ! 
and the work fucceeded admirably well, mum. 

Miss Byron. I thought I Ihou'd fqueezc 
a confeflion out of him. (aftde) And you are 
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SwiND. No, no, no, upon my honour I do 
not confefs to it, ha ! ha ! tho' to be fure, I can 
fccrete nothing from you, ha ! ha ! you little 
penetrating witch, you. 

Enter Grimly, and a Carpenter with a flank. 

Grimly. Sir, I have executed your com- 
mands thus far — I ordered the grave ; and 
fccured two chairmen with a horfe, who will 
work him off in no time. 

SwiND. Ha! ha ! you'll take him off — ufe 
no ceremony — ha ! ha ! 

Grimly. Sir, your orders (hall be executed; 
I'll difpatch him, *tis foon done. (Exeunt.) 

Miss Byron. What may be the profeffion 
of that difmal looking creature ? 

SwiND. A very ufeful employment, ha ! ha ! 
cover folks when they become offcnfivc, ha! ha! 
I have juft employed the fellow to hide an old 
branch of the Reclufe family. — Old Reclufe, 
ha ! ha I popp'd off — and has adopted me his 
fole heir, in confequence of fome butterflies, I 
made him a prefent off. 

Miss Byron. He's cunning amidft all his 
puppyifm. {afide) Why, Sir, he's not dead ! 

SwiND. Yes, yes, yes he is, ha 1 ha ! as dead 
as a flounder, upon my foul; and I am juft 
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going CO take poflfeflionj pleafant enough^ eh ! 

Miss* Byrok. And has adopted you his 
heir ^ 

SwiND. Every penny is mine^— -fhug, ha ! ha 1 
and cut off his fon Frank with one fhiUing. I 
pity the poor devil ; but he {hou*d have ma* 
naged better^ ha ! ha ! — My wit^ you fee> in 
fcribbling, and my prefents were fo well timed 
-—mum for that, ha ! ha ! 

Miss^YROH. (goings and di/ctroers uneafinefs) 
'Tis very fingylar indeed I 

SwTND. Not at all J ha ! ha I Suffer me to 
fee you home. 

Miss Byron. You arc ycrj polite. Sir; 
but I beg you wou*d not give yourfelf that un- 
peceflary trouble. 

SwiND. Trouble ! ha ! ha ! 'pon my (bul, I 
mud tell you, it will be the greateft feaft to me^ 
ha ! ha ! next to the poflTeflion of Reclufe*s eftate 
and effeds ; that, you know, heh ! (lays held 
of her arm.) 

Miss Byron. I beg. Sir, defift; I want no 
alfiftance; I am within a few doors of Mils 
Phoebe Reclufe*s. 

SwiND. Yes you do, ha ! ha ! ha ! yes you 
do-^Befides I'm going thither upon very parti- 
cular bufinefs, ha I ha ! {Exeumi.) 

Several 
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Several Undertakers running acrofs the Stage, 
attended by Carpenters with boards. 

Grimly. Come, follow briflcly, or we (hall 
be too late. {Exeunt.) 

Finis, (follows brifkly-^^tbe Carpenter falls y 
and tumbles over the board) You clumfy rafcal, 
that very flip may lofe me the job, and be two 
hundred pounds out of my pocket. 

Carpenter. I have broke my leg, I fear. 

Finis. Damn your leg! hop off upon the 
other, (be hops along.) (Exeunt.) 

Coffin, (and Carpenter pajs very quick) 
Zounds ! I fee them chace ; they have caught the 
fcent, and will arrive at the death before me. 

{Exeunt.) 



SCENE III. 

ji Street, which di/covers Reclu/e*s houfe—Un- 
dertakers ftruggling to get at the door — knock 
and ring repeatedly, and pulling one another from 
the door — One gets half in at the window^ he is 
pulled out again — then at the door: 

First Undert. The body is mine, 

Y 3 Second 
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Second Undert. 'Tis notj I had the firft 
promife, and will fupport my right. 

Third Uundert. You fhall not. I pur- 
chafed it, and 'tis my property. 

Grimly, I gave an earned often pounds. 

Coffin. I gave fifteen, Sir, ; and I tell you, 
that rU lofe my life, before I give up the job. 

(jThey frefs violently upon the door, and tumble one 
over another, with the out-cry of I'm dead ! 
I'm kill'd !) 



SCENE IV. 



Recluje's houje. — Recluje Jeated, undifcovered by 

Swindal. 



Enter Swindal tf»^ Handy. 

Handy. Yes, Sir, my name is Handy, at 
your fervice. 

SwiND. At my fervice, hah ! no rafcal, you'll 
not enter my fervice — you unpolilhed, vulgar- — 
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My fenricc, ha! ha ! Arc you not. Sir, a very im- 
pertinent fellow, to, to give orders for fuclv an 
expenfive funeral, without my confent ? 

Handy, When a man is dead, he fliou'd 
be buried, fhou'd he not ? and my affedion for 
my mailer. Sir, put this projeft in my head, for 
the honour of the family. 

SwiND, Honour ! honour ! prefumption ! 
What ! honour iffue forth from the mouth of 9 
fervant ! I command you. Sir, to go and pre- 
vent your order to Mr. Coffin j for I have 
contrafted with Mr. Grimly, who will be here 
this evening to take away the old rip : and in- 
ftead of a hearfe, I fhall give him a chairman's 
horfe, ha ! ha ! 

Recluse. Indeed ! a rip ! a rip ! {afide) 

Handy. On a chairman's horfe! What, 
my Riafter have no hearfe j no hat-»^inds, 
fcarfs, and mourning for the richeft man in the 
county ! 

Swind. Hah! mourning — *Tis my orders. 
Sir ; I (hall have ufe for it all. 

Recluse. Thou haft not poffefllon yet, 
brute ; nor ever fhall. (afide.) 

Handy. No doubt of that, Sir; but I hope 
out of fo much money, you'll fpare a little of 
it : and inftead of a chairman's horfe, you'U 
allow him a Chriftian burial— the firft of the fa* 

Y A, "^ily 
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mily that was ever conveyed on a chairman's 
horfe. Befides, I don't think him horfeman 
enough juft now to bear the journey. 

SwiND. He's the firft of the family that 
difgraced it, and may be the laft : — He lived in 
dilhonour, and his remains fhall be buried in 
diflionour. 

Recluse. Aye ! — I'll difputc that prefently. 
— The butterflies were like to have coil me dear 
►^but I am convinced — {afide— withdraws. ) 

Handy. I don't think it very becoming of 
you to fay fo — you'll have a pretty round fum. 

SwiND. So I ought, you dog! — But, hark 
yc, I order you out of my houfe. 

Handy. Your houfe ! 

SwiND. Hah, my houfe; yes. Sir, my 
houfe ; and you (hall out on't \ but firft give me 
th" keys, and ftiew me the valuables. 

Handy. I'll deliver up no keys. And I 
tell you, that 'twas willed by my mafter, that you 
was not to take poflcflion, till twelve days after 
his deceafe: and 'till that term is expired, I'm 
mafter of this houfe, and fliall put my privilege 
to the proof; and I tell you to quit this houfe, 
or rU fwear a burglary againft you. 

SwiND. (alarmed) What, hang a gentleman! 
Damn the fellow I if I don't retreat, he may 

cut 
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cut my tliroat j and take pofTefllon of all the 
valuables himfelf. (afide.) {Exit.) 

Handy. (Joins) I hope young Rcclufe will 
aft a more generous part — 1 wou'd apprize him 
of the trial ; '' but if he wears the fpurs, he (hall 
*' win them" — I am furprifed the report has 
not brought him hither before now, to learn 
his fortune. 

Recluse, (^calling within) Handy, here Handy. 

Handy. Well, what do you want ? 

Re- enter Recluse in a hurry. 

Recluse. Come, Handy, and fee the moth j 
Flycatcher has juft caught it, *tis very curious: 
why don't you come along ? 

{Exit Recluje in a hurry.) 
Handy. As curious as the Cornilh jack- 
daw, I fuppofe i but I'm (calls again) coming. 

(Exit.) 



SCENE V. 

Enter Cadgut, and her lover Handy. 

Cadgut. Ha ! ha ! ha I he feems violently 
in love, appears to me. Handy, a wretch fo 
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mercenary j that I wou'd not marry him, no, if 
he was as rich as your mafter. 

Handy. I am the more obliged to you, to 
prefer a man that poffefles nothing but fimple 
love, when you may become miftrefs of thou- 
fands. 

Cadgut, Perhaps the more valuable, fincc 
money alone cannot purchafe happinefs, which 
is the very fruit of love : — Reft affured, that, 
not even the firft fortune in England ftiou'd 
tempt me to forfeit a promife, when 'tis in my 
power to perform it. 

Handy. Generous woman ! 

Cadgut. For the prefent, we*Jl let love 
afide, and proceed to execute my defign ; mar- 
ry Mr. Archly to Mifs Phoebe j and difguife 
Nelly the old cook-maid, for SwindaU 

Handy. An excellent thought, ha ! ha ! 
by all means to the Cook-maid. 

Cadout, It will fecure, ha ! ha ! it will fecurc 
to her at leaft a maintenance for life j and him 
from further rogueries, ha ! ha ! 

Hanpy. So it will, (hth laugb.') 

Enter Robert. 

Robert. Mr. Tackwell, the parfon<| is comq 
to miftrefs, he fays. 

Cadgut* 
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Cadgut. Very well, Robert, you'll tell 
him to wait. 

Robert. Yes, Mrs. Cadgut — Mrs. Cadgut, 
I fear *tis all over with her now. 

Cadgut. All over, Robert ! 

Robert. *Tis I am fure; I, hope you'll 
fpeak a good word for me with the executioners, 
for a fuit of mourning. 

Cadgut. For a fuit of mourning ! 

Robert. I fhou'd like to be in mourning 
for her; tho' I got nothing by her life, your 
word, Mrs. Cadgut, with the undertakers, may 
get me a trifle by her death. 

Cadgut. I really don't comprehend your 
meaning. 

Robert, Nothing fo clear; deadly figns 
you know, Mrs. Cadgut, when parfons begin 
to pray ; yes, yes, it muft be all over with 
her now. — I never knew her pray before, but 
when the coach overturned her going to Mr, 

Emulfion's O Lord ! I left the beer-cock 

a running. (Exit.) 

Cadgut. Ha! ha! ha! poor Robert is 
quite out in his conjeftures, Ihe's not fo near 
death as he apprehends. 

Handy. If this report goes abroad, you'll 
be peftered to death with undertakers, as I 
have been. 

2 Cadgut, 
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Cadgut. I fancy that may be the reafon, 
why Mr. Coffin, Grimly and family have been 
fo civil to me of late -, they are perpetually teaz- 
ing me with cards of invitation. 

Handy. Shou'd Mifs Phcebe make her 
exit, the objeft of their civility will (bon out. — 
The undertakers have as watchful an eye over 
the faculty movements, as the faculty have 
over their patients circumftances. 

Cadgut. To be fure they are a neceffary 
fort of people ; yet one can't help being ihockcd 
at their unreafonable applications. Well, Handy, 
now to bring Mr. Archly and my miftrefs to 
an interview ; (goifjg) that he may fave her lifcj 
and fecure to himfelf a wife and independence. 

i^lANDY. May the parfon foon tack them 
together ; and Nelly the old cook to Swindal. 
(^ktb laugh.) (Exeunt.) 



SCENE VI. 

Miss Phoebe leaning upon Cadgut — a /opha 

in the Room. 

Miss Phoebe. I feel, Cadgut, furprifingly 

recovered— 
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recovered — I have not been fo free from pains 

this ten years. 

Cadgut. Your ftomach has not been fo 
free from medicine this ten years. 

Miss Phoebe. Mr. Emulfion gave me leave 
to abftain — He, he's very fkilful, Cadgut. 

Cadgut. *Tis very Angular, he never-^x- 
crcifcd his (kill before, and found out the nature 
of your complaint. 

Miss Phoebe. My complaint, he fays, is 
of fo lingular a nature, that in all his pradlice 
he never had a patient whofe complaint was 
fimilar to mine. 

Cadgut. Faith, I believe fo. (a/iJe.) 
Miss Phoebe. Tho' he has turn'd over 
volumes innumerable, in fearch of cafes like 
mine, he has only found two ; which were two 
young ladies, patients to -Slfculapius, the great 
God of phyfic, who made a perfedt cure of the 
poor things. 

Cadgut. Silly creature ! (a/ide) He muft 
have been a great god indeed. Did he prc- 
fcribe thefe poor things medicine ? 

Miss Phoebe. No, child, he advifed them 
matrimony, matrimony, Cadgut! 

Cadgut. Pleafant advice enough, I fhou'd 
think, for maiden ladies. 

Miss 
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Miss Phoebe. I am inclined to think fo, 
child. 

Cadgut. Mr. Emulfion, I fuppofe, has 
advifed the fame remedy to you, ma'am ? 

Miss Phoebe. Mr Emulfion is very in- 
teih'gcnt. 

Cadgut. Then you are determined to be 
inarried ? 

Miss Phoebe. We Ihou'd not rebel againft 
the faculty, I therefore left it to Mr. Emulfion, 
who knows what's bed for me ; not, that I— — 
child, but life is defirablc, Cadgut. 

Cadgut. I wifli you good luck, and hope 
'twill anfwer your expedtations. 

Miss Phoebe. Mr. Emulfion has not a 
doubt. — I hope, child, you'll not think of leav- 
ing me; you will have no objeftion to a mafter. 
I think Mr. Swindal is half a minute after his 
time, (looking at her watch.) 

Cadgut, He has been in waiting fome time. 

Miss Phoebe, {rifingfrom thejopba angrily) 
In waiting ! Cadgut, fay you in waiting ! and 
why in the name of health did you not tell 
me ? O dear ! O ! dear 1 how cou'd you ferve 
me fo ? 

Cadgut. Lord, ma'am! I did not know 
the cafe was fo urgently prcfling,— Huiband- 
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Miss Phoebe. Urgent 1 yes, and in its na- 
ture extremely pre fling. 

Cadgut. I think it out of all nature, for 
age and infirnriities to have a defire for prefling ; 
but her appetite proves the contrary, {aftde) I 
am extremely forry, I fliou'd omit any thing, 
that might contribute to your health and amufe* 

ment O ! here he comes, I fuppofe 'tis he 

— I proteft he's a fine creature. 

Miss Phoebe. Where ! where ! — Upon my 
honour, he looks well ; and if we may judge 
from the countenance, he feems full of health, 
affability, and good humour — Exaftly what 
Mr. Emulfion defcrib'd. Go, Cadgut, go, 
go ! withdraw ! begone ! go, leave me, I fay ! 

Cadgut. {afide) Impatience makes her in- 
fult me i but I'm before hand. (Exit.) 

Enter Archly perfonating SwindaK 

Miss Phoebe. Sir, Sir, I conceive — I un- 
derftand, you are acquainted — that is — I mean 
to, to fay. Sir, you are Mr. Emulfion's good 
friend, whom he fpoke lb handfomely of. 

Archly. My name is Swindal, Madam. 
What a pretty confufion flie is in. (^afide.) 

Miss Phoebe. Mr. Swindal, Sir, you do 
me honour. 



Archly. Madam, the honour is done me; 
I feel my bofom glowing with love, gratitude, 
and delight. 

Miss Phoebe. Sweet fellow! {afide) Sir, 
Mr. Swindal, you are very, very flattering, 
indeed, Mr. Swindal. 

Archly. Flattery ! — O ! Mifs Phoebe, I 
was tranfixed with your charms, long, long, 
before I beheld the heavenly image, that throws 
luftre on iny anxious foul. — Ah ! madam, Mr. 
Emulfion's defcription of you rendered my 
moments miferable, anxious to a degree of 
phrenzy : but now, Heaven has conveyed me 
hither ; my heart's tranfported — my very foul 
is on the rack. 

Miss Phoebe. Lovely creature ! both har- 
mony and love unite in him. {^afide) Pray, Sir, 
be of comfort; I affure you, Mr. Swindal, that 
I, I poffefs a great fhare of fellow-feeling; be 
comforted. Sir. Poor creature ! already wounded 
— Aye, I always called myfelf handfomc. (^ajide.) 

Archly. There can be no comfort lefc me, 
unlefs you deign to fmile with approbation — . 
(on his knees) Suffer me not, I befeech you, to 
fall a vidtim to love ! 

Miss Phoebe. Ingratitude is foreign to my 
bofom — rife, I pray you, good Mr. Swindal. 
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This is love to, to, almoftin perfcdion. {aftde — 
geitingup.) 

Archly. Such fine feelings can flow only 
from a virtuous bofom like your's i the very 
nurfery of female perfeftion : — I cou'd pour oi}t 
my foul into your lap. 

Miss Phoebe, Charming! delightful! {afide) 
Dear Sir, dear Mr. Swindal, I, I afk your 
pardon ; will you be feated ? 

Archly. I Ihou'd be happy in accepting 
your kind offer ; bur, but, hem ! I underftand 
by our worthy friend, Mr, Emulfion, that delays 
are dangerous. 

Miss Phoebe. Delays, to be fure, are often 
produftive of misfortunes. 

Archly. Extremely foj therefore, as Mr. 
Tackwell is prepared. 

Miss Phoebe. Is he ready — this way — 
(going) this way, Mr. Swindal — this way. 

Archly. Firft, permit me to encircle the fwect 
objeft of my love in my trembling arms (fut^ 
ting his arm round her waiji.) 

Miss Phoebe. Trembling ! This way, this 
way, Mr. Swindal. 



ACT 
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difinherited me, and adopted Mr. Swindal to be 
his heir. 

Handy. The firft afflifts me ; and I am 
diftrcft at the other. 

Frank Recluse. My poor deluded father! 
however, what has been done cannot now be re- 
verfed, and I muft bear up my fpirits againft the 
tide of difappointment i there is no other 
alternative. 

Handy. I am forely grieved at any difap- 
pointment that overtakes you. I can aflure 
you. Sir, that I ufed every effort in my power 
with your father, to fecure to you your right 
and patrimony. 

Frank Recluse. I thank you for your 
friendly intentions — I hope he has made fomc 
provifion for you. 

Handy, Not a fliilling, Sir, — yet — 'twas 
not his fault. 

Frank Recluse. Make yourfelf happy on 
that head — you are an old faithful fervant of 
my father's ; and altho' my income is but fmall, 
part of it fhall be devoted to your fervice, for 
your fidelity and attention to him. 

Handy. O Sir ! you are too good — I cou'd 
in my heart tell him his father is not dead, and 
caution him of his danger ; but that it may put 

his virtue to the proof, (afide.) 

Frank 
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Frank Recluse. Thy fervices to my fa- 
ther lay claim on his family j and as far as 'tis 
in my power, you fliall not be unrewarded. — 
What principally brought me hither was, a 
concern about his funeral. The heirs of Glad* 
well-Hall, have for centuries been buried in 
a manner worthy of their fortunes and family, 
and fo (hall my father at my expence, was it 
to cofl: me the laft ihilling : although he has 
afted fo ungenerous a part by me, he was my 
father. Mr. Swindal, I underftand, reprobates 
his poor remains — Ipurns the hand that fed him, 
and declares, that his funeral expence Ihall not 
exceed fifty-fhillings 5 but I fhall take care to 
defeat his ungrateful decifion.— What is that, 
pray, lies there ? 

Handy. A bear's (kin. 

Frank Recluse. A bear's fkin ! Why it 
moves. {Reclti/e Sen. getting up in tbejkin.) 

Recluse. Ay, a bear's fkin ; but it's con- 
tents are worfe than a bear, wolf, or devil. 
{embracing him) 'Tis thy father, (takes it off.) 

Frank Recluse. My father ! alive too ! 

Recluse. Ay, my boy ! thy father is alive; 
and thy tendernefs for his fuppofcd remains, 
has not only made thy peace, but thee matter of 
Gladwell-Hall, and all he poffeffes — Every acre 
fliall be thine. 

Z 3 Handy. 



Handy. Happy union ! my every wilh js 
now complete, (afide.) 

Frank Recluse. Sir, with fubmiffion, you 
have my thanks ; and I flatter myfelf, that I 
Ihall not prove unworthy your goodne/s. — If 
not too intruding, Sir, may I be bold to enquire 
into the myftery — your reafon for propagating 
the report of your death. 

Recluse. My joy has robb'd me of recol- 
leftion; Handy knows more of the bufinefs, 
than^ I do, and I refer thee to him for an ex- 
planation, {addreffing himjelf to Handy) Handy, 
my worthy friend, Fm indebted to thee for this 
happincfs, (iurniiig to his /on) and fo art thou, 
my boy, for thy good fortune ; he never loft 

fight of thy intcreft, he always was full of thy 
praife, and recommending to me reconciliation. 

Frank Recluse. I am oblig'd to him, and 
I can only add, that his intereft (hall be mine. 

Handy. In gratitude for what you have 
faid, I thank you, Sir^ what has been done, was 
the effeft of chance, and I cannot fee, that a 
man in doing what is juft and right, is to claim 
to himfelf fo much merit. 

Frank Recluse. True, but there are but 
few men, who pofTefs your feelings. — And fmall 
is the number, that have honefty enough to give 



A COMEDY. 343 

Handy. O ! Sir. 

Frank Recluse. I mean, who have honefty 
enough to a6t up to their profeflions. But you 
have done more, and unfolicited, you fupport- 
ed a man, who had not the opportunity of 
defending his own caufc, — condemned in the 
opinion of a father. But you, Handy, flood in 
the gap, the champion of juftice ; fought for 
union without pay, and conquered without pro- 
motion in view. 

Recluse. O ! my boy, thy words rekindle 

thofe fenfations, that inattentive folly had well 
nigh fmothered. 

Frank Recluse. What then, could I have 
done. Sir, to have thus merited your difpleafure? 

Recluse. Rcafon, my boy, I fear will make 
up but a very fmall part in my defence: how- 
ever, put off my trial for the prefent. (a noi/e 
within) What noifc is that. Handy ? 

Handy. Mr. Swindal, or the Undertaker, 
I fuppofe, coming to take ^f[tff\on.( Flycatcher 
enters in a fright y his hair on end.) 

Recluse. Why in this hurry? 

Fly CATC Death's zervants, zir, arc come ; 
Matter Coffin, or zume zuch name, to vedch 
fomcbody along, as they fay. {violent noi/e 
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Enter Coffin^ Finis^ anJ Gkimly , jq^ling (me 
another^ and their faces bloody. 

Finis. Oh! Mr. Handy. 
• Coffin- Friend, Handy, all is rcskdy.r— PU 
lay him out in a crack* 

. GrimlV. You ! the job i$ mine> Sir, Mr. 
Swindal gave me the preference. 

Handy. Hold! hold! be more gentle^— 
What are you murdering one another f 

Coffin. Gentle enough, when the breath is 

out I 

Recluse. Not io gentle! I tell you the 
breath is in, favages : {he raps them with a ftick) 
what wou*d you fcrew me up alive, (they fiand 
amazed) ferve nie, as you did the Nabob with 
your thumb, your pulfing, and your gralping \ 

Coffin. . Sir, are you the dead body, for 
whom I have been preparing a ^lepofit in fo 
fuqfiptuous a n)anner ? 

Recluse. Sumptuous a manner! I am the 
live body, murderer ! You have been preparing 
for a depofit, as you call it, in the way of bufi- 

nefs. 

Coffin. Sir! Sir! Fm forry, if Fve given 

you caufe of offence, and more fo for my dif- 

appoint* 
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appointment ; your not dying is a heavy lofs to 
me J but, I hope you'll make me fome repara- 
tion for the great expence I have been at. 
(Recluje looking at him witb/tlent contempt) Mr. 
Handy, you'll reimburfe my fifteen pounds, as 
the fcheme did not take. 

Finis. Aye, and return me too, my ten 
pounds, or I'll give you a little law. 

Handy. Juftice has no need of that; I have 
put it out to intereft in the hands of charitable 
humanity. 

Coffin. What the devil have I to do with 
your humanity, and your charity ? 

Recluse. I firmly believe fo, indeed ; and 
this piece of humanity was entirely accidental. 

Grimly. You are right. Sir, ha! ha! ha! 
Upon my foul, gentlemen, you cut a pretty 
figure here, expofing yourfelves, as well as your 
profeffion ; a nice take-in this, ha ! ha ! caught 
in your own traps, not even bribery cou'd fuc- 
ceed, your fervant, ha ! ha I ha! {Exit.) 

Coffin and Finis, looking at each other foolijhly. 

Coffin. If I had my money back again — 
Confound your charitable purpofes. (going 
hajiily.) . 

FiNi». So fay I, and humanity too. {going.) 



Recluse. Hold ! hold ! deatti-hunters, a 
word before we part ; as for you, Mr. Coffin, I 
Ihall bring you to juftice. — I have your own 
words in evidence againft you, which are ftrong 
enough to affeft your life. 

Coffin. You had better fay nothing, and 
keep your ignorance to yourfclf ; a confeffion 
out of court, and before trial, argues nothing 
without evidence. — That for your juftice. (/naps 
bis fingers.) 

Recluse, {making up to him. — Exeunt Coffin 
and Finis, hajlily) This laft fpeech completes the 
knave. — What an audacious rafcal ! — Well, 
my boy, I fliall next repair thy injuries, by 
making thee happy, if land and money can 
make thee fo, I'm all compliance to thy will 
and pleafure. 

Frank Recluse. Sir, I thank you ; money 
»s one great ingredient towards happinefs ; yet 
cis not the principal one in my opinion. — Your 
generofity to me, fliall not make me lefs fo to 
you; and with your leave, I fhall make you full 
i onfeflion, when I hope to meet your approba- 
tion, and obtain your confent. I have had an 
honeft attachment for a young lady, of little 
fortune, but of great worth, and virtue. — She's 
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Recluse. Give me thy hand, thou fhalt be 
her prop. (Jhake hands) I am glad on't, I like 
thy plan, my boy. — Never mind her fortune, I 
have enough for you both, if fhe's a good girl j 
and a great deal too much, if fhe's a bad one.— 
What may be her name ? 

Frank. Recluse. Mifs Byron, the daughter 
of the late Sir James Byron, an old friend, and 
fellow collegian of yours. 

Recluse. So he was, fo he was; a very 
worthy man, I approve of the match, I like it, 
I'm pleas'd. — Come lets withdraw, (going) and 
hurry on the bufinefs i I Ihall not be cafy till 
matters are brought to a conclufion. — Come 
along you young rogue, you dear boy. — Come, 
Handy, I (hall want thy afliftancc to examined 
fome papers, thou doft know more of my affairs, 
than I do ; that fettled, we'll go to my fifler 
Phoebe's, make peace with her, and be at peace 
with all the world. — Come Franky, come mj^ 
boy. 

Frank Recluse. Sir, with pleafure I foU 
low you. (Exeunt.) 
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SCENE II. 



Enter Handy, dijcovers Cadgut on the oppojite 

ftde. 

Handy^ Hah ! my dear Cadgut, {running 
up to her) the very pcrfon I wanted to fee. — 
Having a few minutes to fpare, I haften'd to 
inform you, that I am the herald of the moft 
joyful tidings. — I have at length come off vic- 
torious, and I'm now the happieft of mortak. 
— I have defeated the villain, Swindal, in his 
bafe defign, and have made both father and fon 
happier than words can exprefs^ 

Cadgut. Then I prefume, you have brought 
about the wiflied-for reconciliation. 

Handy. I have my girl, I have; the old 
gentleman is brought to a fenfe of his error, and 
has receiv'd his fon into his bofom, with tran- 
fports of the moft cordial affedtion ; and while 
in his father's fond embraces, he made him full 
confeffion of his attachment to Mifs Byron, 
which he liftened to with approbation and de- 
light. — All parties are agreeable, the wedding 
fixed on 5 and upon the marriage, the young 
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folks are to have full poffeflion of Gladwell-hall, 
and every acre thereunto belonging. 

Cadgut. From my heart, I am glad to hear 
of their good fortune, and fincerely wifh them 
a life of uninterrupted happinefs. 

Handy, There's no fear of happinefs, when 
their hearts are fo well difpofed, and fo much 
virtue and real worth united. But now for a 
{taking her band) piece of news, which will bring 
our feelings home to blifs and love too.-^My old 
Mafter has in his goodnefs given me, for ever, 
the Grove Villa, with one hundred acres of 
meadow ground, which furround it, for my fer- 
vices; nor has dear Frank been Icfs kind. — 
He likewife has given me a promifc of an an- 
nuity of one hundred pounds for life, for my 
attention to his intereft, and attachment to his 
perfon. — What now, my Cadgut, can bar the 
way to our mutual happinefs ? Nothing, no- 
thing; let's put our promife to the proof, by 
being married, retire to the Grove Villa, and 
live as happy as love and independance can 
make us. — For the prefent adieu ! my dear girl 
adieu ! I have outftaid my time, and my ab- 
fcnce will retard their bufinefs. (Exit.) 

Hawdy re-enters^ 
Handy. A word more before I go. — ^Let 
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not our union make you forget Nelly, and the 
loving Swindal's matrimony, ha ! ha ! ha ! 'twill 
be a bleffed match. 

Cadcut. Well thought on, our own good 
fortune had made me almoft forget theirs. — I, 
lam alarmed; perhaps Swindal has been in 
waiting fometime, and has made fomc difco- 
very. (going.) 

Handy. Then for heaven's fake, ufe all 
poffible difpatch to accelerate their union, that 
accomplifhed, will render all complete. 

(Exeunt Jeparatim.) 



SCENE III. 

Enter Swindal, Cadgut, /j;/^ Nelly, — Nellj 
in a chair ^ ferjonating Mi/s Pbarbey whom Cad- 
gut drives before her. — Swindal with his hand 
on the chair. 

Swind. My deary, my lovee, how are 
you now ? 
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Cadgut. Are you better, madam ? 

Nelly. Oh! 

S w I N D . Did my chicken fay (he was worfe ? 

Nelly. Oh! 

Cadgut. (to Swindal) She certainly is not 
long for this world — fhall I fend for Mr, 
Emulfion. 

SwiND. No, no, he'lUcome prefently, *tis 
all in good time. — There ire, already, too many 
old bills in evidence againft her, without creating 
new ones. 

Cadgut. Lord, Sir ! if fhe was to die 
without afliftance 

SwiND. If (he dies, flie dies. — We muft all 
die, Mrs. Cadgut. 

Cadgut. What a tender creature, {afide) 
Very triie, indeed. Sir, we muft all go, fooner, 
or later. — How are you now, madam ? Are you 
better ? 

Nelly. Oh ! take me, I want to lay down. 
Oh ! 'twill be a long fleep. 

SwiND. I hope it will, (afide) Take her 
away, wheel her off. 

Cadgut. Will you, Sir, come and aflift, 
(going) She cannot furvive this. I hear the 
rattles in her throat. 

Swind. If they rattle, they rattle— deadly 
figns, — So much the better, (aftde. — Exeunt 
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Nelly and Cadgut) Away, away ; I (houM not 
have married her, if there was a probability of 
her living ; but her little fortune, in addition 
to her brother's, gives me full poffeflion of the 
whole in the Reclufe family. There ntvcr was 
fuch a fortunate rafcal, ha ! ha ! ha ! this is dif- 
patching bufinefs to fome purpofe. So, fo, 
here comes Emulfion. — His arrival is too late, 
ha ! ha! ha! Not a Ihilling, my dear brother-in- 
law, ha ! ha ! 

Enter Emulsion, «;/V^ ajcroll of paper. 

Emuls. Friend Swindal, I fuppofe — I fup- 
pofe by your laughing, 'tis all over. — ^We have 
performed the cure, ha ! ha ! Faith, I can't help 
laughing myfelf, ha ! ha ! a good joke. 

SwiND. Faith, have I, ha ! ha ! {both laugh.) 

Emuls. How did Ihe bear it. 

SwiND. Charmingly, {both laugh.) 

Emuls. We, we, I, I can't help laughing, 
faith, ha ! ha ! We have gathered in a plentiful 

harveft. 

SwiND. So I have, ha! ha! 

Emuls. We have, we have, {^both laugh.") 

SwiND. I have, I have gathered in the 

corn, and want but little threlhing to get at the 

grain. 

Emuls. 
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Emuls. We, we Ihall foon get at it, ha ! ha! 
and make a handfome divifion. 

SwiND, We (hall ! (looking at him veiy 
ferioufly) You feem fond of the plural, Doftor. 

Emuls. We 111 all ! certainly we ihall!— 
Come, Swindal, my dear friend, I have got it 
here ready for you. 

SwiND. What have you got, Mr. Emul- 
fion ? 

Emuls. Only fet your name, Vis foon done, 
here take the pen, (offering a pen) 'tis foon 
done. 

SwTND. Set my name, to what, Sir ? 

Emuls. To the bond, 'tis foon done, ha! 
ha ! Soon done, my dear brother-in-law. 

SwiND. To the bond ! What bond, Sir ? 

Emuls. What bond, Mr. Swindal ? 

SwiND. Yes, Sir, what bond ? Til fign no 
bond. Sir. 

Emuls. What, Sir, not fign my bond ? not 
aflTign over to me, the one half of her fortune. 
Sir? 

SwiND. I'm not in pofleflion, yet, Sir. 

Emuls. But, but you foon will, Mr. 
Swindal. 

SwrND. I know I fliall ; forty thoufand 
pounds, a good houfe, with a dying companions 



Jcvil, tricking's fair in love, Do6lor,ha! ha! ha! 
I good joke, ey ? 

Emuls. The devil take me ! 

SwiND. Have patience, Doftor, you are 

^rfcftly fafe. 

« 

Enter Recluse and Frank. 

Recluse. Hey day, what pofitivo, pofitivas, 
ire you here ? and you too, {^SwindalJiartSy and 
ries out a ghojiy ajpirit) the generous, and moft 
grateful Swindal ? 

SwiND. I, I am indeed; and, and am forry 
hat you bear witnefs to it. 

Recluse. No doubt of that, becaufe you 
:an*t give " the old rip, inftead of a herfe, a 

* chairman's horfe," thank you for your care, 
VIr. Swindal, the ghoft wants neither at prefent, 
la ! ha! {Swindal confujed,) 

Frank Recluse. I beg to offer him my 
hanks, too, for his kind, and moft liberal eulo- 
ry of me in the public prints i the language 
?as fo poignant : " I was always rated firft wit 

* among the witlings, I took more than com- 
' mon pains with that paragraph, ha ! ha !" 

Emuls. Gentlemen, your argumentations 
lavc a wildnefs about them, that convinces me, 
^ou muft want my affiftancc ; I therefore muft 

have 
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have a feel of your pulfe, the diforder, I perceive, 
is mounting up to a fever in the cerebrum. {At- 
tempts to feel his pulfe.) 

Frank Recluse. Keep off. Sir. (fto S-^in- 
dal) You feem dull, Sir, "I pity the poor 
<^ devil, he fliou'd have managed better, ha ! ha ! 

Recluse. " Come, Sir, fhew me the valu- 
*' ables, I fhall find ufe for all. — He lived in 
** difgrace, and his remains Ihall be conveyed 
" in difgrace, ha ! ha !" 

SwiND. You feem merry, gentlemen, I like 
to be merry myfelf, ha ! ha ! I cou'd in my 
heart piftol myfelf. — (aftde!) 

Frank Recluse. The fubjeft mud be 
charmingly intercfting to you, Mr. Swindal, 
ha! ha! 

SvviND. I could cut the rafcal's throat, {aftde) 
So it is, I enjoy it, ha ! ha ! Tm pleafed to fee 
my relations happy. 

Recluse. Your relations ! 

SwiND. Certainly, ha! ha! my dear bro- 
ther-in-law. — Forty thoufand pounds, which 
makes up for my difappointment of your not 
dying. 

Emuls. He's right, juft married to my pa- 
tient, and your fifter. 

Recluse. What the devil, marries to old 
Phcebe, my fifter ! 



beg that you ceafe being witty at the expencc 
of my wife. 

Phoebe. Your wife ! (angrily) Who are 
you ? 

SwiND. (difcovers uneafinefs) SwindaU Mr. 
Emulfion's friend, and your hufband. 

Emuls. The very gentleman, whom I had 
the honour to recommend, the objeft of my 
infallible prefcription, according to ^fculapius. 

Phoebe. Have you taken leave of your 
fenfes, Mr. Emulfion ? I never faw the gentle- 
man before— you infuk me. Sir. 

Emuls. Infult ! abfulatum, abfulatus, this 
gentleman is my friend, whom I prefcribed, as 
your hufband and reftorer. 

SwiND. The very man, and hufband to 
Mifs Phoebe Reclufe, juft married to her. 

Recluse. What the devil, were you married 
in ti^ dark, that you don't know one another? 
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Archly, (to Swindal) Sir, you are an im- 
poftor ; I am the hufband of Mifs Phoebe 
Reclufe, thank fortune, for the honour of pof- 
fcflion. 

Emuls. It can't be, this gentleman is my 
friend {pointing to Swindal). You are a cheat, 
an impoftor {to Archly). I, I don't comprehend, 
there is a trick, a forgery at the bottom of all 
this. 

Enter Cadgut. 

SwiND. Cadgut, Mrs. Cadgut, I, I rejoice 
to fee you, where's your miftrefs — my deal 
fpoufe, my charming Phoebe Swindal ? 

Cadgut. Sir {pointing)^ that lady is my 
miftrefs, Mifs Phoebe Reclufe, that was. 

SwiND. It can't be, a, are there two Mifs 
Phcebe*s ? — That's not the lady I, \ married. — 
You, you were bride-maid, Mrs. Cadgut, and 
where is my Phoebe, my, my dear wife ? 

Miss Phoebe. Pray, Cadgut, do you know 
any thing of that man there, that calls himfelf 
Swindal? 

Cadgut. I do, madam, know him to be 
Mr. Swindal, the very perfon whom that artlefs, 
innocent Apothecary recommended to you, 
ma'am, for a Kufband, and, with your leave, I'll 
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unravel the myftcry — If I have done wrong, 
on my knees I entreat your forgivenels. (on her 
bices,) 

(^Swindell and Emiilfion looking at one another. ) 

Miss Phoebe. Thou haft my forgivencfs, 
let thy crime be what it may — I am happy in 
mv choice — rife. 

Archly. And I am for ever bleft. 

Cad GUT. Madam, having by accident 
overheard a converfation that pafled between 
thofe two honeft gentlemen, previous to that 
great Apothecary's prcfcription^-They had 
mutually agreed to divide between them, upon 
tlic; marriage, your fortune. — In /horr, the 
Undertaker was to poffefs the body, and they 
your Vv'ealth. 

Miss Phoebe. Villainous ! villainous ! 

Recluse. \'ery honourable indeed, gentle- 
men. 

Emuls. {to Cadgut) Thy tongue (hall fuf- 
fcr the force of law, for fcandalum magnatum. 

Cadgut. And thy intentions, Dodlor, are 
rewarded, as all fuch infamy (hou'd. 

Recluse. So they are, ha ! ha ! Thou art 
a jewel of a woman. 

SwiKD. *Tis all a trick, my honour is con- 
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defign is fruftrated.— Whom the devil have I 
married ? 

Cadgut. You are right, Mr. Swindal, in 
this inftance ; I honcftly acknowledge 'twas a 
trick, and rm not afliamed to own the decep- 
tion, and confefs myfclf the author. CTo Mifs 
Pbc^be) Madam, when I found you gave way 
to the perfuafions of Emulfion, and to prevent 
your falling a viftim to their fcheme, I pre- 
fum'd it a duty incumbent on ajuft fervant, 
when I found you determined, to choofe you a 
hufband, I hope, worthy your confidence and 
fortune— He is a man of integrity; I know 
him well — Doftor Archly. 

Miss Phoebe, (/miles) A Doftor ! — I ap. 
prove the device, applaud thy genius, and fhall 
ever confider thee my beft friend. (To Archly) 
So, Sir, your name is not Swindal, but, but 
Archly — a Doftor ? 

Archly. Doftor Archly, not of phyfic, 
but of divinity. I had the honour of being tutor 
to Lord Charles Spendthrift : — I was abroad 
with him for two years ; but his extravagince 
made it neccflary for me, as an honeft man, to 
acquaint his father of his conduft, which in- 
cenfcd the young man againft me.— The Duke 
dying in the interim, I was left fricndlcfs and 
unprovided for. 

A a 4 SwiND, 



SwiNp. Zounds ! Mr. Emulfion ! 
Emuls. Zounds ! Mr. Svvindal !— Wh 
who the devil ! — What are you married to ? 



Enter Nelly — a blackpatch over one eye. 

Nelly. To me, Sir -.—BETTER LATE 
THAN NEVER. I a(k your pardon, I cou'd 
not come fooner, having the difhes to walh, 
the table to fcour, and the kitchen to ftone; 
good fervants always clean up before they leave 
their places. (To Mijs Phcehe) No offence, 
(dr offing an aukward courtefy) I hope. Madam, 
your goodncfs will excufe my quirting your 
fervice without giving warning : but being now 
made a gentlewoman, Mr. Swindal's wife — 
An't I, my lovce — my dearee. (pats him on thi 
cheek,) 

SwiNT. Thou familiar vulgar ! 

Nelly. Familiar to be fure — who fhou'd 
I be familiar with, but my own dear fpoufee. 

SwiND. Keep off, damnation .'—marry thee 
for Mifs Phoebe. 
• Miss Phoebe. Yes, thank heaven ! 

Nelly. So fay I, or I might have died 
hufbandlefs. 

Emuls. Til drop the Phyfician, and take 
to the phials again, fince the fcheme did not 

take. 
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take (aftde). Friend Swindal, I give you joy — 
'^ ril fign no bond, tricking is fair in love." 

Nelly. Faith, and fo it is, hal ha! ha! 
I afl^ you, Madam, pardon for laughing at 
my hu/band — ha ! ha ! ha ! (all laugh at Szvin- 
dal.) 

SwiND. {to Nelly) Thou one-ey'd monfter! 

Cadgut. {to Nelly — aftde) At hicn, don't 
fpare him ; he muft allow you a maintenance. 

Nelly. Curfe it, fo I will (aftde). And 
pray, Mr. Two Eyes, have not I feen further 
with my one eye, than you have with your two— 
Anfwer me that? ^^ If fhe dies, (he dies, if they 
*' rattle, they rattle." Any figns of the rattles in 
this wholefome face ? 

SwiND. Thou pole-cat ! thou fcullion ! 

Nelly. You lie^ I am a cook, and as fweet 
as an anchovy ^ and you are now mafter of all 
that. 

Recluse. So he is, ha ! ha! 

Cadgut. And his honeft friend there, may 
be again mafter of phials. " We of the faculty 
" never deviate from principle, no Mrs. Cad- 
" gut," ha ! ha ! " Tho' health is the bafis, 
«< on which the faculty lay the foundation of 
«^ the art, there's juftice in the building.'* 
ha ! ha I 

Recluse, Bravo, better and better, ha ! ha ! 
2 Emuls. 
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Emcls. {in a rage) Thou ill-favoured, 
impertinent, I'll be thy death, (going up to her.) 

SwiND. Right, Doftor, we'll deftroy the 
whole race, (advancing to Cadgut, with hisjiick 
tre5t.) 

Frank Recluse. Hold, villains ! {laying 
bis hand upon bis /word) this is not for orna- 
ment ; (draws) but to curb infolence, and mea- 
fure knaves, (advancing.) 

SwiND. ^w^Emuls. (on tbeir knees praying 
for mercy) O ! Sir, fpare us, fpare us, put up, 
pray now fpare us. 

Nelly, (on ber knees y pawing Swindal) 
Pray, Sir, don't kill my dear, fweet little 
fpoufee woufee. 

Frank Recluse. To oblige you, Mrs. 
Swindal, or he (hou'd feel the weight of my juft 
refentment. — But fuch affaflins ! — Sir, what 
provifion do you intend to make her ? 

Nelly. Ay, Sir, what will you give me 
for your life ? — Deadly fign, my lovee, I hear 
the rattles in your throat. 

SvviND. (trembling) Here, here, my fweet, 
dear Anchov}' ; (taking his pocket boek outy gives 
her a bank note) there, there my very good wife, 
a bank note for one hundred pounds. 

Nelly. Thank you for your love, this will 
do 'till I want more, dcaree. 

Frank 



Frank: Recluse. Rife, go, refleft, and be 
that your punilhment. {getting uf^ and going.) 

SwiND. tf/;^ Emuls. {bowing) Thank you^ 
Sir. 

Emuls. {going) " Tricking's fair in love — 
" eh — rU fign no bond — ^.40,000 and a good 
*' houfe to live in, with a dying companion, a 
*' good joke, eh/' 

SwiND. You curfed fcoundrcl ! 

Nelly. Stop ! ftop ! I'll open the door for 

you. 

{Exeunt Swindal^ Emulfton^ and Nelly.) 

Archly. Bafe wretches ! — Now, madam, 
you are rid of monfters in human Ihape — I'll 
drive to aft, for the honour you have done me, 
the reverfe — the part of a man of honour, 
and a faithful friend. 

Recluse. So far, fo happy j but there is 
one fair abfent, without whom, our felicity 
cannot be general {going). I muft find her; O 1 
here fhe is, here fhe is. (enter Sophy) Welcome, 
my fweet girl, welcome : your prefence is ne- 
ceflary to make this an unclouded day. 

Sophy. 'Twill be a ferene one to me, if it 
is in any manner fatisfadtory to you. Sir. 

Recluse. There's an injured youth, to 
whom I offer you as an atonement for the 
wrongs I have done him : if your heart accedes 
to this, Gladwell-H^U and fix thoufand a year. 
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for you both, fhall be the joyful penance I 
impofe upon myfclf. Give me your hands ; 
(joining them) There, my girl, be a father's 
advocate with his fon ; and there, Frank, may 
you now find that happinefs with her, that 
I and fortune had fo long, and fo unjuftly 
withheld from you. 

Sophy. 'Twill be now one portion of 
our felicity to gild the evening of your life 
with joy, and repay the intereft of this generous 
aftion. 

Recluse. It is not generofity, butjufticc, 
to give my fon his own — It had well nigh been 
Swindaled tho' Eh, Sifter ? 

Miss Phoebe. Within a hair's breadth, 

brother And I too, Mifs Byron, I fincerely 

wi(h you happy. Give me leave to introduce 

this gentleman to you Mr. Archly, my 

hufband. 

Sophy. (Jlartles) Your huft^and ! I give you 

joy. Madam, on the happy event. 

Frank Recluse. Words, Sir, cannot ex- 

prefs, what I at this moment feel. Gratitude, 

my friends, love, friendfhip, joy, and duty, are 

all at once crowding on my heart. 

Thus may defcrt be happy union's price. 
And virtue trample on the fpawn of vice. 
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SCENE I. J Room in Lord Modelfs 

Houfe. 

Lady Modily. 

A WIFE in love with her hulband !— to be 
•^^ fure, that is truly antique ! Can my poor 
natural fuppofe any thing in himfelf capable of 
gaining my affe£lions-»the affeflions of a wo- 
man of my fpirit ? Egad, 'twa$ fingular enough 
4 W 
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to fct him not above an hour ago, ftretch him- 
fclf, and formally a(k me — ^WeH, Lady Modcly," 
have you not reafon to blcfs yourfelf in the 
choice you have made ? Why really, 1 do blefs 
myfelf in that choice, for I am juft as every 
woman of faihion wou^d choofe to be : 1 aflume 
the enfigns of wedlock, ('points at the ring) to 
be the more at liberty to the world*— —ahah ! 
— What, Madamoifelle I with a letter too ! 

MxttAM. Me Ladee, dis be de letre you 
fb e?pe£t from France, (giving the letter.) 

Lady ModelV.^ A letter I — well, you have 
done exa6{ly right s Madamoifelle, you may 
go, child. 

Madam. Oui, me Ladee. {Exit.) 

. Lady Modely. {Uoking fleqfed after her) 
Faithful creature ! — dear nation ! — ^fweet repo- 
fitory of our no6burnaI confidence (opens the 
letter) — Hah ! this is fomething like that other 

« 

natural — It is Softpate's hand, I proteft ; I wifli 
he were returned from France— nothing like 
variety ; a change in manners, as well as in drefs 
-»*^now for the contents, {opens and reads) Ha ! 
ha I half French, half Englifti.— Lord, how 
cbnceiccd are men] Why, I thought it was^ 

impof- 
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impoflible for Softpate to have improved in 
folly : But — O Paris ! thou beft of alchymifts, 
thou canft change all things. — Now, if I play 
ir.y cards right, I think I may foon be unhar- 
nefled from my dear lord. The title he gave 
me, he cannot take back again, no no — and if 
we remain much longer together, why, we 
Ihan'c have money enough to procure a box at 
the opera, nor even a ticket for the Pantheon ; 
I think it were tempting providence, if I did 
not do all in my power to prevent this facrifice 
— hem — now for a plan — Sir Softpate is quite 
in charaftcr, (points to her bead) a conceited 

coxcomb — his wife — a jilt My fweet — lord 

— loves variety; and fo do I. Sir Softpate has 
gold enough to fupport a right honourable title; 
and this letter hints as much, as if he could fhare 
it with me (points at the letter) — why then' 
Heavens ! here*s my lord ; I hope he has not — 

(Exit in a hurry.) 

Enter Lord Modely. 

Lord Modely. A Piftol the genteeleft 

way to give the world at once a receipt in full. 

Enter Careful, with a letter. 

Caref. a letter for your Lordftiip. {gives it.) 

B b Lord 
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Lord Modely. A letter? — ^frotn whom? 
(opens it.) 

Car£f« r don't know; but do fuppofe it 
has a name on the infide. 

Lord Modely. You impertinent — away. 
Sir ! {looking over the letter — Exit Careful) Ex- 
cellent, from my Lady Trueman, by all that's 
honourable ! — If a ftout pair of antlers don't 
fprout vpon her hufband's pate in a week, may 

my Lady cover mine all over now for the 

prize, (reads.) 

^ My dear Lord, 

•* We have jufl- got on Englifh ground again. 
*^ I am all impatience to fee yo\i. — ^Softpate is 
** more fool than ever : — ^Now, 1 hope, nothing 
^' can ftand in our way, if you have taken care 
*' to do what you fo often advifed. 

•* Adieu, my dear Lord, 

«* Believe mc all your's, 

" TRUEMAN. 

•' P. S. I hope you have fecured an opera 
*' box in the moft confpicuous place/* 

Charming ! excellent ! I fee there is no 
hecefilty of manoeuvering any fiirthcr— *She 

has 
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has flruck her flag, and I will take poflTef- 
fion. I was afraid Paris wou'd have made her 
forget me : but it feems this pcrfon, with 
the addition of Lord, have extended further 
than I was aware of. — How fortunate it is, when 
variety of pleafures crowd upon the amiable 
man who is made for them. Well, my dear 
Lady Trueman, foon may I fee you, with fuch 
an addition of French charms, that I may gaze 
on you with rapture— and on my wife with 
contempt, {Exit. J 



SCENE II. 

Sir Softpate's Houje. 

Trusty Joins. 

Trusty. Well, poor encouragement, after 
a fervice of near forty years ! Honefty is held in 
contempt, and virtue in derifion.' What now 
avails my affeflion for the family of Trueman ? 
But there remains that monitor within this 

B b 2 old 
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old bofom, that makes the laft fummons pleaf- 
ing, and now defirable — all is well, calm and 
ferene. — Happy refleftion for an old man who 
has afted honeftly. My poor old mafler was 
fenfible of all this ; had not death fnatched 
him fo fuddenly, I fhould have been rewarded. 
O ! giddy young man ! am I diihoneft ? — ^yes, 
in his eyes -, for my afpeft is venerable, and my 
parents Englifh-* — Yet, could my old mafter 
rife from his grave and read this (pointing to 
a letter), my cold comfort from his own 
fon, he would fet all to rights. — Poor man, 
'twas his lad requeft to his fon, in his expiring 
moments, " Take care of Trudy — be kind to 
*' them all/' But why (Kovild I wonder at this 
fudden change — the fon has been to France, 
and caught the epidemical malady, that fcarce 
a family of fafhion is not tainted with: — The 
wanton defire of advancing the natural foes of 
their country before their own people. Alas ! 
fterling cufloms are now as much below par, 
and as much worn out, as fterling fixpences ! — 
It grieves me to trouble my friend Mac Shuffle, 
but my diftrefs compels me : for nothing on 
earth gives greater relief to a heart loaded with 
forrow, than when we may pour ourfelves out 
into the bofom of a friend 5 who fliares in our 
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misfortunes, by adminiftring the pleafing balfa- 
mic of heartfelt commiferation. 



Enter Mac Shuffle, 

Trusty. Pardon me, my friend, for troub- 
ling you with fo abrupt a fummons. 

Mac Shuffle. Mee deer meaftcr Trufty, 
why fae formal ? nae ceremonees amun freends. 
Tm unco happy whan it's V my poore to com- 
plee with tha requaft of a friend; awn particlar 
friend Trufty, once me gude benefaftor. 

Trusty. Thank you, Sir, I don't in the leaft 
doubt your friendly intentions. We have been 
acquainted upwards of twenty years, and lived 
in the ftrifteft friendihip. (looks deje^fed.) 

Mac Shuffle. What the muckle deel can 
this mean ? (afide) Wha meafter Trufty, dan 
you figh fae — are not you weel ? it makes me 
faud to fee yc: whe mon, you're nae yourfel. 

Trusty, I fear, I never fhall, Siri I am in 
great diftrcfs and affliftion. 

Mac Shuffle. Upon my faul, but I feel 
for your diftrefs , and thare (hall be naithing 
wanting on me part, to render ye a helping 
hawnd. I fwcar to ye, meafter Trufty, upon 
my faul, me pouch, awn me bawbee, to be your 

B b 3 folum 
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folum friend : but fpeek, how comes this iin- 
acfpafted diflrefs and grievance. 

Trusty. Your tendernefs and ready com- 
pliance comfort ane. My diftrcfs is fo great, 
that I have my bread to feek : I am no longer 
fteward. I propofe entering into fome bufi- 
nefsi but my purfe is not equal to the under- 
taking. 

Mac Shuffle. The deel tack me bladdering 
tongue, now have I thrawn myfcl into a bony 
hokerty kokerty (afide). Out mon! out mon ! 
it canna be, it canna be — it's beyond aw crcda- 
beletec — pray let's hear the particulars. 

Trustv. I have told you the truth, my 
friend \ and I want to borrow five hundred 
pounds. Sir Softpate has juft fent me notice of 
my difcharge. 

Mac Shuffle. Ye freetcn me, Sair ! five 
hundred poonds is a muckle fum, awn a gude 
fortune I'th' north. Upon my confcience, I 
ha na fae much by me — I wanted to borrow 
about faux hundred poonds to compleat a pur- 
chafe \ awn you was the only friend I thot to 
applee ta. I hoap, meafter Trufly, ye ha na 
afted di (honorable ? 

Trusty. No, Sir, my conduft has ever 
been the reverfe of your low fufpicions j I have 
pnly made too free with you. Sir, it was not 
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Trufty that aflced you.; it >vas his diftrefs and 
prefling circumftanccs. 

Mac Shuffle. Hei ! hei ! what a treache- 
rous tricking world do we live un — haw an 
honeft mon may be tawken in, and dripped of 
^he fruit of his indoftree. But, meafter Trufty, 
I think, ye'vc meade aw varee baud ufe of youre 
time. I ne'er heard ye were ge'en to axcefs ; 
ye are furcly ignorant o'yir ain profefTion, or 
you might au been as indaupendent as yir 
meafter. For ftewards Tth' north, when they 
gang to th' footh ; raquire but a varee ftiort 
time, by thair marit, thair figures, awn thair 
menagement, to mak gude the conveyance of a 
bra eftate — for ftewards feeds, ye ken, never fail 
o'thriving I'th' moft barren foil. 

Trusty. Sir, you are right — but I am not 
wrong. 

Mac Shuffle. Weel, Sair, I blulh for yir 
menagcmeant ; and mack free to tell you, that 
filler is very precious at thofe times. Why, 
Sir, I am noo aboote the menagemeant of a 
fore-clofe, which I fliall mack not lefs than 
fourteen par fant :— Awn ye canna by law give 
me more than five; befides. Sir, ye ha nae 
fecuritee. 

Trusty. Enough, Sir, I know your intcn- 
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Mac Shuffle. Why *tis clear, me auld 
friend, that it's outerly out o'my poor to com- 
plce wi your requaft. Pardun me, Sair, bufi- 
nefs o'th* mod prafling awn urgent confequencc 
calls me awa : (o I'm your varee humble far- 
vant> gude Meafter Trufty. (Exit.) 

Trusty. Your mod obedient. Poor 
Trufty ! the only favour he ever requefted, 
denied him. O man ! what art thou ? — honour 
is thy Ihadow — hypocrify and deceit thy fub- 
ftance. I muft now refolve to read this mourn- 
ful manufcript to this unfortunate family. — I'll 
withdraw — my fpirits fink — retirement may 
afford relief, and better prepare me for this 
arduous tafk. (Exit.) 

Enter Servants,-— —i?^-^»/^r Trusty. 

Trusty. Well, my old friends and fellow- 
fervants, this may be our laft meeting under 
this mournful roof. I thought we were fixtures. 

Pheasant. Mournful ! mercy on us ! I 
hope Sir Softpate an't dead. 

Trusty. No, he is not. 

All. Bleffed tidings ! 

Trusty. But, 'twere well he was : — Better 
that, than ftain the blood of his worthy ancef- 

tors— 
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tors — to prefer the natural enemies of his coun- 
try, to it's own true-born fubjcfts. 

Pheasant. Wonderful ! — I hope he has 
not, too, turned traitor to his King and country, 
as fome of our great men have done ? 

Butler. O'Lud ! O'Lud ! if fo, the firft 
of the family that ever fufFered, — O ! dear Maf» 
ter Trufty, can I ferve his honour. 

Pheasant. By Heavens I'll grind my 
buck(kin to the bare flelh, ride, fly poft, where- 
ever you fend me. 

Trustv. This is aflfeftionate — ^my heart is 

too full (in a melancholy fojiure) \ I dare not tell 

you the melancholy news. 

Butler. O ! what news of our mailer and 
his dear lady. 

Trusty. I ftiall hold you no longer in 
fufpcnfe — I believe, I have prepared you for 
the worft event. Hitherto, I have found your 
conduft really afFedionate s and here is your 
reward : (points to the letter) I have juft re- 
ceived it from Sir Softpate, in which I read my 
own difcharge. {Jll amazed.) 

Pheasant. Your difcharge ! I fhould as 
foon have believed, that French wine ftrength- 
ened an Englifli conftitution more than ftrong 
beer. Alas ! alas ! 

Trusty. Indeed it is but too true; and 
a don't 



don't be dilpirited when I tell you— that-« 
I muft difcharge you alfo. 

Pheasant. What ! turn us all adrift ? 
Lord proteft us ! cruel man ! 

Trusty. Here is the letter, I fhall read it; 
and you may well call it the Engliftiman's fall, 
and the Frenchman's advancement. Poor old 
England ! whither is thy fterling fenfe fled ? 
I (hall read, be attentive. (All thunder Jiruck — 
reads the letter.) 

"SIR, 

** I have conceived and brought forth apian, 
*^ I muft have executed immediately : — I'll 
*^ have a total change, a general arrangement 
*' in my family — I am now greatly enlightened, 
'« and (hall new model my houfehold. I have 
*' engaged a new fct of domeftics of this ami- 
<' able country — Alamode.de Paris. 

Pheasant. Alman and Pharifee ! — Hey ! 
who in the name of wonder are they ? 

Trusty. Pray, Pheafant, peripit me to 
proceed, — Alampde de Paris, means, in the fa- 
ihion of Paris. 

Pheasant. O curfc their fa(hions ! I'll 
prevent their tafte — They are birds of prey, I'll 
pop them — they (hall feel the ejFefts of Engli(h 
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for a better, (reads) " Send all my hunters, 
*' fox-hounds, pointers, and fpaniels to Tat- 
** cerialTs, to be put to faie : — Refervc my 
*' beagles, and let them be fent to my ruftic 
" tenants ; charging them on peril of their 
" difmiflion, to take care of the brutes 'till 
*^ further orders. 

Pheasant. A generous churchwarden !— 
oblige his tenants to pay for his pleafures ! 

Trusty, (jeads) " I (hall have no further 
*^ ufe for the gamekeeper or huntfman. — If Mon- 
" fieur Lavande, my French fteward, approves 
** of them, they may wait in his department, 
** if they behave with alertnefs and fubmiflion. 

Pheasant. With alertnefs and fubmiffion ! 
ril piftol myfelf, before I fufFer flavery in my 
own country. 

Trusty. I grant you, 'tis as aggravating 
as diftrefllng : but pray have patience— hear it 
out. {reads) *^ I fliall fell my deer j and con- 
*' vert thofe plains for the ufe of my Arabians, 
" motled Spaniards, Weft-India, and Cape ani- 
*' mals ; which far exceed the original ftock in 
*' beauty and fingularity. I am no Quin in 
** venifon ; fo I keep a park for thofe Englifli 
'^ how-do-ye-does, who furround my manfion, 
<' and teaze my perfon, more than for the gra- 
*^ tification of my own palate. In (hort, I 



** detcft the fight of a table incommoded with 
*^ thofe folid vulgarities, rumps, legs, ribs and 
'^ haunches. 

Pheasant. Terrible ! terrible ! How much 
of an Englifh hunter there is in that maccaroni- 
fied fpeech. What! prefer flop meagres, to 
rounds and ribs of Englifli beef and haunches 
of venifon, three inches deep in folid fat. The 
neighbouring poor will be poor indeed. — Oh ! 
by heavens, I can't bear this. 

Trustv. {reads) ^* The butler and houfe- 
«' keeper muft go with the reft of them : nothing 
" fhall remain of my father's rude, unpoliflied 
" fixtures — you may expedt us twtry hour. I 
" charge you, that your accounts be ready for 
" the immediate inlpcftion of Monfieur La- 
'f vande. 

'* Yours, 

SOFTPATE TRUEMAN." 

{expre/s ftlent Jorrow) So ends the moft unfeel- 
ing, the moft ungenerous epiftle. 

Pheasant. So, my ftation is to be in the 
fteward's room, to wait on the enemies of my 
country : a charming employment this, for an 
Englifh gamekeeper. I won't — I'll keep a 
fchool to teach pointers and fpaniels i and learn 



magpycs to talk the language of liberty, left it 
ihould be forgot, 

Butler, It wont do — our blood is fterling, 

it goes againft the grain. 

Alljpeak, So it does, fo it does: 

Trusty. You fpeak, you aft like what you 
are, Englifttnien. However, hear the advice 
of a real friend : I have frequently advifed 
you, and you always heard me; hear me this 
once, and who knows what Heaven may do for 
us. When Sir Softpate hears you, he may yet 
relent, and treat yon tenderly : therefore, wait 
the event — try the experiment, if but for a few 
days ; and then we fhall aft as prudence and 
manly refolution may prompt us. 
{^Exeunt Servants y except Butt. Chafe andDeJertJ) 

Enter Mrs. Goodman. 

Mrs. Goodm. O ! Mrs. Defert, Mrs. De- 
fert! I grieve to fee you — arm yourfclf — be 
prepared for an event the moft gloomy — your 
poor, dear niece ! 

Desert. Heaven proteft me! What of 
my niece ? 

Mrs. Goodm. Oh! Madam, yefterday the 
innocent dear went after my undutiful daughter. 
Lady Modcly's place j and prefcnted her my 
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letorr of reooinmendatioD, which fhe put in her 
pocket unopened. The thoiighdefs woman 
aflced her, " If fine was of Paris ?" the poor 
girl anfweredy no ; but that flie could fpeak and 
write French as fluently as the Engliih. — :My 
Lady then, dropping thefe eight monofyUables, 
«* no, no, go, go, I, don't, want, ysu" — turned 
i^n her 'French heel and left her. The inno* 
Gcnt fuffercr returned to my houfe, full of grief 
for the cruel difappointment, and related to 
me the particulars. I entreated her to be of 
conofort : — She went up ftairs Into her room — 
writ a ktter to you. Madam ; another directed 
to Capeain Firmly ; and foon after the diiap- 
pointment was followed by the cnoft ra(h refolve 
^-*0 ! Madam ! Madam ! 

Pheasant. Death ! death ! my old matter. 
Captain Firmly, her lover ; he is now in the 
river, from India — away to her afliftance. 

{Exil Pbea/Mt.) 

'Desert. This wounds me more thaa my 
0fwn- diftrefs.«— However, (he fliall not be.toffed 
about ; fhe fhall partake of my little, and never 
tun the rifque of facrificing her honour. Her 
father may yet be reconciled — (hould Captara 
Firmly prove true, the; rock of her misfortunes 
■ B ut pray, Mrs. Goodman, where is the 
kuer ? I fuppofe (he w^ants immediate ^(fiftance. 

Mrs. 



Mrs. Goodm. O ! madam, I apprehend 

fhe (lands in need of no afliftance 1 hope all 

is well with her. 

Desert. Relieve me ! — that letter ! 

Mrs. Goodm. Here is the letter— permit 
me to read it, (reads) 

^' Dear Aunt, 

^' My affliftions and repeated difappoint- 
*^ ments are too heavy a burthen for me— I 
^* can't fupport a life which is no longer of 
'' fervice to any. I was this day deprived of 
" bread, becaufe I was an Englifhwoman. — 'Tis 
** of no ufe any longer to feek for employment 
" — my frame was not formed for hard labour — 
^^ my purfe is too light for any thing clfc— My 
" honour, I hold too dear to part with. — I am, 
^^ therefore, become ufelefs to all, and a charge 
^' to myfelf : I therefore, recommend my con- 
** cerns to a more merciful Heaven. Dear aunt, 
'* forgive, 

^^ Your ever dutiful, but loft 

"NANCY." 

Desert. Help me ! help me ! let me feizc 
and embrace the dear corfe— (he's no more ! O ! 
that I fhould have lived for this fcene of woe I 
O ! lead me to her — fhc was left alone ! 



^ tr 
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Mrs. GooDM. She was not^ madam» in« 
deed ; I but left her> to come and acquaint you. 

Desert. Heaven ! Heaven reward you !— 
But let's fly^ my heart beats as if it were the laft 
—Oh ! Mr. Trufty ! Mr. Butt ! 

Trusty. Haplefs maidi — ^I beg to offer 
you my afllftaoce. (Exeunt leading Bejert.) 
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SCENE III. 

Lord and Lady Modely feated at a table — 
Lord yio\>^i.Y ftudjing HoyUy bis hack to his 
Ladf — ^Lady Modely examines /ome ma^s; 
with /everal forts of coloured powder and diffe^ 
rentjbades of rouge y which Jhe tries upon her 

' face^^forgets when Jhe rifes^ that one cheek only is 
painted. 

LiADY Models, Well, my Lord, what 
fey you to this ? — Does it reprefent the maiden 
bloom — pray tell me, my dear Lord ; and which 
of thofe two powders fcts off my graces to the 
beft advantage. Pray fix upon a fhade. (Lard 
Modely looks over his Jboulder with indifference) 
Not a word, my Lord ? 

LORP 
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Lord Modely. Curfe the book, (flings it 
down in a pajfton) it has always led me aftray. 

Lady Modely. {Both getting uf) How now, 
what's all this for, my Lord ? arc you mad ? 'Tis 
not the fault of Hoyle, child 5 you never ftudied 
him properly. Upon my honour, my Lord, you 
are too hot-headed — you have no philofophy — 
fuch a 

Lord Modely. Do not provoke me. Lady 
Modely. — I admire advice when it comes from 
you — from you ! — why advice comes as well 
from you, madam, as Fox's to king Lion in the 
fable, for the good of the nation — ^I'U hear no 
more on't. 

Lady Modely. Ha! ha ! ha ! — upon my 
honour, my Lord, you're a ftrange unreafonable 
creature; fure none, but fuch an animal as 
you, could haye thrown out fuch an indelicate 
hint to a perfon of my confequcnce. But pray, 
my Lord, (fince you begin to be huffifli) what 
had you ? what were you, before I married you ? 
— a poor infolvent Lord, without credit or 
money — nothing but your lineage and pedigree 
to boaft of. 

Lord Modely. Very fine — this is very 
pretty. — A pawnbroker's daughter thus rail 
againft nobility, (walks about angrily — -forcing a 
laugh) And pray, my Lady Infolence, was not 

C c the 
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the obligation mutual?— Did not you many 
me, to be married, and for a title to be honour* 
able ? Why, madam, I had no propenfity for 
gambling till your infernal routs were cfta- 
blifhcd. Recoiled, Lady Modely, did you not 
entreat me, that yoa might be knoim by your 
feeing mafqucs, routs, and feleft card-parties> 
as you call them ? — And here you dare upbraid 
me with your fortune. 

Lady Modely. I muft difTemble. (afiie) 
My dear Lord Modely, do not be angry, child; 
I only hinted this for your own good— My 
jointure is not all gone. 

Lord Modely. My jointure ! — good — a 
temporary refource — 1 muft foftcn my notes. 
ijifide) Well, my Lady, I can^t believe you 
propofed any other end than your hufband's 
good. But you know, when a man finds in his 
own heart, that he walks in the paths of honour 
— ^he does not like to be reproached. 

Lady Modely. C6me> come, my dear 
Lord, what's paft cannot be recalled* {looks at 
her watch) Ah ! upon my honour, it is time I 
fhould prepare ; for my Lady Bell Commerce 
fees maflcs rather early this evening, (going) 
You'll be there,, child. 

Lord Modely. Very ^i[\h\^ {looks at her) 
1 Before 
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Before you go, I advife you to balance your 
cheeks, that you may at lead know yourfelf. 

Lady Modely. Ha! ha! ha! how droll 
you can be. (^takes up the majques, goes out in 
hajle) Adieu. 

Lord Modely. Off Ihe goes, and leaves me 
here to pay her bills. By Heaven I'll make her 
pay well for all this another way. But I 
think we have in conjunftion pretty well 
done for ourfelves — a damn'd run of bad luck 
— not an acre left — I muft look to thofe me- 
chanical ravens, who are perpetually 1*11 be 

dunned no more; and if I fucceed with my 
Lady Trueman, I may yet do — Egad, 'tis well I 
am in parliament j my body reds fccure, at lead 
this feflions. What a rafcal I have been to 
royfclf — no place or penfion — Oh, the minority ! 
By all that's juft, an excellent thought ftrikes 
mc — ril pay off my debts in a fafliionable way ^ 
promife largely, and perform flowly : — ^And if 
Careful has not paid the two thoufand — my 
credit is yet afloat. (Exit.) 

End of the First Act, 
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perhaps, fifty honed families for the fake of fome 
gambling rip. Well, if this be honour, the 
Lord grant we may have no more new creations. 
Lord Modely. What ! not gone yet. Sir! 
{walks about — Exit Careful) That a gentleman 
muft thus be peftered with fcrvants. 

Enter Careful. 

Lord Modely. Have you got it ? 

Caref. Yes, my Lord, every fhUling. 

Lord Modely. Thou art an honeft fel- 
low i (puts his hand in his pocket) then here is 
one for thee. 

Caref. Thank your Lordlliip — it goes very 
much againft my honefty, not to pay thofe 
tradefmen — I have told them fifty lies already. 
What am I to fay to them now ? 

Lord Model v. I hope they are not come. 

Caref. Yes, my Lord, fome of them. 

Lord Modely. Why then, tell them fifty 
more. — Confound their impudence, can't they 
wait ? — Who are they, that are thus prefling ? 

Caref. Why, my Lord, there is Twill 
the Taylor> who has already waited four or five 
years; Angel the Butcher; Sampfon the Man- 
milliner; Rofe the Tallow-chandler; and Mon- 
fieur— -Monfieur, that little French fmuggler. 
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th^c yeu have the Frenc)i yelvecs aivd thiags fpr 
>Qur drds clothes* 

LoKP MoDELY. Sampfoa the Man-milli- 
ner ! What have I tp do with that rafcal i 

C^RSf • I don't )cQow-^ut his bill is as 
long as a Welchman's pedigrce-t-My Lprd) he 
looks as fulky as a bum bail iff. 

Lord Modely. Deteftablc profeflion !— 
But thanks to my feat, they can touch no peer 
or commoner, (ifidej 

CAii£f» ; My 1-^rdj I forgot to tell you^ there 
are fo^r I pn- keepers from the boroiigh you re- 
prefent, who have, as they fay^ a fwinging de« 
mand upon you. 

Lord Modely. Tell them to begone. 

Carek They fay as how they have aflfxfted 
ypurLordihip with their votes, moneys, ribbands, 
wines, brandy, ale^ beeves, muttoii, and all 
trimmings thereunto belonging* upon condition 
that— — 

Lord Modely. Damn them^ and their con* 
4itions too ! 

Caref. I wilh your Lordlhip would con- 
defcend to fpeak to them yourfelf— you may 
want their afBftance another time.— The gene- 
ral eled^ion will be foon at hand. 

Lord Modslv. To pleafe thee, I JbaU* 

be 
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be in my ftudy-^-but they muft wait my lei- 

fure. {Exit.) 

Caref, O mel O me! not an inch of 

bowels in all this honour, (going — meets Phea- 

/ant) Hah ! Pheafant. 

Enter Pheasant, 

Pheasant. Well, Careful, Tm fo happy to 
find poor Nancy recovered, that it makes me 
forget my own misfortunes. 

Caref. Not only recovered, I hear, Phea- 
fant ; but Mrs. Goodman and Mrs. Defert 
have taken her a little way in the country, on 
the Banks of the Thames, to 'Squire Ironfide, 
the old brute her father ; who will fee her upon 
condition, that flie may have nothing to fay to 
Captain Firmly, ^ho is now arrived in the 
river, and expefted in town every hour. 

Pheasant. Efquires as well as Lords, now 
a-day, make their Smithfield bargains of their 
children. — What fay you, that Mrs. Goodman 
is gone too ? 

Caref. They tell me fo, and gone fincc 
the moment the poor girl recovered. 

Pheasant. I muft fee to this, and purfue 
them ; I have fomcthing to fay to Mrs. Good- 
man — poor gentlewoman, I pity her — if her 

C c 4 daughter^ 
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daughter. Lady Modcly, had her mothcr*s 
heart 

Caref. Ay, poor woman, the affair of 
Nancy almoft broke her heart ; but the change 
in your family will complete it. 

Pheasant. Faith, I fear Co— thank you, 
thank you for your good news — ^good day, 

Caref. Hold, Pheafant ; if you arc going 
down the river, you may meafure fliort of your 
head, perhaps, before you return. 

Pheasant. What do you mean ? 

Caref. Have you not heard of the foreign 
pirates and robbers that infeft the quarter you 
are going to ? — There's fcarce a (hip from the 

ToHver-wharf to Blackwall that has efcaped 
them ; even coaches and foot paflcngers have 
been plundered. 

Pheasant. I hope Nancy and her com- 
panions pafs'd unmolefted ; as for my own part, 
I'm not worth robbing. I wi(h Captain Firmly 
may come athwart them, I fancy they would rob 
no more. However, in defiance of them I'll 

go. (going.) 

Caref. Take care of thyfelf. Now to the 

tradefmen, {Exeunt. \ 
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SCENE II. 

A country /eat in view — A boat lands Jome Jailors^ 
Captain Firmly at their bead.^^A boat in 

m 

full /ail after a fir ate. 

I ft Sailor. (Leaps upon the ft age y fings.) 

The billows around us 
Can never aftound us^ 
We'll fing in the midft of their ftornr^s : 
Let horrors and evils^ 
Let Gauls^ pirates^ devils^ 
Pour round us, we'll all fly to arms^ to arms^ to 
arms ! 

Damme9 meflmates, if I don't feel my blooc} 
rife9 when I tread upon Englifh ground. 

2^1^ Sailor. So it ihouldj boy — ^Wc arc- 
going to (hew what mettle there is in a few of 
the boys of old England. 

ift Sailor. You'll be with us^ I hope^ 
Captain. 

Cap. Firmly. Ay 'till death. 

\ft Sailor. Generous ! 

znd Sailor. Ay^ and brave as generous. 

Capt. Firmly* Nay, my lads, there's no 

neceflity 
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neccffity of praifing a Britiih tar to m^e him 
aft like a man,«^See, (ee our bottom's in full 
fail after the pirate ; let us crulh thofe who arc 
landed — ^in order ther e CA^^ afide with bis 

drawn aulafs.) (Exeunt.) 

A hand of Pirates marching towards the bou/e. 

Enter Bj.oopript, Grimloor, Hacker, Cy- 

MARRO and Dagger. 

Bloodrift. By heaven ! if we don't dif- 
perfe, we're gone; I faw our boat chafed. 

Grim LOOK. Don't difpirit us, meffmate. 

Bloodrift. We muft fee, at leaft, how the 
chafe will end • 

Grimlooi;. May I never plunder more but 
f-*fhe gains upon our boat. 

Bloodrift. She may be 6ut*failed — the 
Captain may coaft it along in darknefs, and 
come to for us this very night, yet — 'tis not 
the firft time this has happened. 

Grim LOOK. However, let us not truft to 
that — halloo ! my boys, to booty, to booty. 

Bloodrift. A coach ! let's away, my lads, 
we Ihall foon have it— it comes this way. 

(Exeunt.) 

Cymarro, 
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Cymarro, Dagger, Crimlook, ^c. with 
cutlajfes drawHy leading Desert, Goodmajt, 
and Nancy /creaming behind the Jcenes — 
Have pity ! murder ! n^urder ! — Come along» 
come along. 

Re- enter Pirates. 

Nancy. Proteft us Heaven ! 

Bloodrift. Death! brothers, here's booty 
for every palate. 

All/peak. Have pity! mercy! (^ladies throw 
tbemf elves on their knees.) 

Nancy. You are men of honour — Oh! 
fpare thofe who can*t help themfelves — fparc 
us, and take all we hivc. 

Grimlook. Such cries are nothing new to 
us, ladies. Here, Cymarro, let's tie down the 
prilbners ; we muft keep them till our Captain 
returns — Our prize will be liked. 

Bloodrift. By Heavens, we have been 
chafing too — if our mafter gets fafe now, all's 
well. 

Cymarro. Sacre bougre ! lookee, lookee, 
an Englifli beauty, (points at Nancy,) 

Bloodrift. Not a word, ladies. — I've oft 
heard the F.nglifh beauties mentioned with pe- 
culiar envy among our American and French 
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GRiMLoaK. See you don^t turt her — ^why 
60 yoii cry, chrld ? ( Nancy cries ) Be not afraid, 
youVe here among thdfe who'll 'fight till death 
for you. 

Bloodrift. Ay, brother, tliat we will.— 
Come, Mifs, give us a fong. 

Desert. O genticmen, for Heaven's fake ! 

Cymarro. Who be dat old hag ? 

Nakcv. My aunt, §ir. ., 

Bloodrift. rU divide her from head to 
ftern, vif you don't (ing this ioftant. 

Nancy. Ah ! forbear~ril do any thiiig. 

SONG. 

When the nightingale lofcs 

Both her freedom and mate. 

Bitter grief fhe infufcs> 

And bewails her own face. 

As abandon'd a lover. 

And as lonely as fhe, 
I've loft I fear, what time can ne'er recover. 
Yet I have no tears, my Firmly, but for thee. 

Bloodrifp. It would iliake a devil undoff 
his devilifhnefs, and fmile in the face of virtue. 
Grim LOOK. She (hall be our fyrcn. 

Bloodrift. 
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Bloodrift, If (he's bad, flie'll undo us ; if 
flie's kind, fhe'll be happy. 

Grimlook. See, lady, to fliew you we 
mean not to treat you as you expeft ; and that 
you may know you'll be happy with us ; except- 
ing your liberty, afk any other thing, and this 
minute, I pledge the word of all my brothers, 
it fliall be granted. 

Nancv. O ! then, fpare and deliver thofc 
two ladies. 

All [peak. Generous ! you have that, aflc 
no more. 

Nancv. Then kind Heaven proteft me ! 

{ExcuntJ) 

Captain Firmly and his men behind the fcenes. 

Capt. Firmly. Here, here, my lads, the 
noife was this way — fee here, we're on the neft. 
{they all enter) Draw your cutlafles — have your 
piftols r^ady — as our number is fmall, let us 
join in a fong of war, to make it appear greater. 
They can't cfcape now, we're between them 
and their boat. 

SONG. 

What binds the fierce lion upon his own lliore ^ 
What hinders the dark Britilh-thunder to roar ? 
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Will Albion allow her own children to fee, 
Thofe Gauls, pirates, (laves, on her ground that 

is free ? 
O ! Britons, enough, you Ve been playingtoo long, 
Now crowd all your fhrouds. 
And in thunder and clouds. 
Drive on frighted Gaul, till ftie alters her fong. 

Triumphant in all th' oftentation of pride. 
The formidable Britons they fain wou'd deride, 
Unaccuftom'd to laurels, they knew not their ufe, 
A vi6tory with them becomes an abufe. 

O ! Britons, &c. 

But now 'tis your turn, Britannia, arife. 

The Gauls fee their triumphs ihemfelves with 

furprife : 
Take your thunder, advance, the wide ocean 

fweep. 
And grind the unwarlike, and reign o'er the deep, 

O ! Britons, &c, 

(Aflourtflj) To arms ! to arms ! tlie pirates ! In 
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SCENE III. 

Nakct alvnej tUdto a rock, in a lume/emifituatUn, 

Nancy* I do not know how it is, but I 
never thought I had (b much courage — I have 
done a good aftioiv^-Heaven will proteA me. 
Thefe menj if well attackedj will either all fly, 
or all die. — O ! if Firmly were here, the ge« 
nerous, the brave, the noble Firmly, I'm furc 
he*d proteft me 5 but> ah ! perhaps he's long 
before now buried in the ftormy main. O ! 
fweet virtue, how great doft thou appear in the 
midft of the greateft trials ! — ^hark ! yon groan 
— the noife abates ! — a (bout of vidlory ! — Good 
Heav*n ! — ^fee ! — ah ! (a great elajhing of cut-' 
laffeSy firing of Piftols behind the femes.) 

Enter Sailors y Captain Firmly at their head. 

Capt, Firmly. Well, my lads, this laft 
attack entitles you to a double allowance of 

grog. 

Nancy, (unfeen) It is ! it is my Firmly ! 

Capt. Firmly. I myfelf (hall fpeak for you, 

you ihall have the reward, allowed by aft of 

parliament, for apprehending robbers, 

Nancy. 
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Nancy, (unjeen) Thou generous Firmly! 
could I but fly into th/arms. 

Cockswain. Split my timbers if I don't 
grog it, when we get fafe to our moorings, 
whilft I have a rupee left, drinking. Captain, 
your next good voyage. 

The Others. And we*ll be in thy wake, 
my hearty one. 

Nancy, (unfeen) I wou'd fpeak to him, but 
if he ftiou'd, and would not know me. 

Capt. Firmly. This is not the firft time, 
my lads, you have given proof of your attach- 
ment to me, and valour for your country. 
Thefe laft five fellows, I hope, arc the remain- 
der of the gang — I faw our yawl chafe and 
board their cutter. You'll go, bear a hand, and 
fee the ruffians flung on board: — ^When the 
{hip comes to her moorings, I'll have a 
party ready to convey them to- Bow-ftreet.— - 
Be nimble, the tide flows — I'll take the land. 

Cockswain, (going) Stave my keg, but we 
bundle them oflT, before you fay Moll Thomp- 
fon. Come, mcfTmates, let's (hear off, and take 
the lumber in tow* {Exeunt.) 

Capt. Firmly. A fortunate capture this : 
it will quiet the alarms of the people about 
here. If all is well with my Nancy, this 
voyage will crown my happinefs. (Nancy calls 

tQ 
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to himy but be does not hear her — he continues look- 
hig around him) Let me fee, I'll take this path 
— I fee St. Paul's ; it muft be the direft road. 

Nancy, {unjeeji) He comes this way ! How 
my poor heart beats ! I hope he ftill loves me. 
(Firmly going) Sir, Sir, Firmly ! oh ! 

FiRMLV. (ft arts) I heard a voice — I may 
be way-laid. — I'll defend myfelf. (unjheaths his 
Jword.) 

Nancy. Sir, Sir. 

Capt. Firmly. There again !- — A female 
by its tone ; it feems weak, and may want af- 
fiftance (fearches and dijappears.) 

Nancy. Firmly, Sir — He's gone — O Hea- 
vens ! here I muft now perifh, oh ! (Firmly ap^ 
pears) Happy, happy return ! — He comes this 
way. Sir, Captain, Firmly, oh ! 

Capt. Firmly. Again it calls me both by 
name and profeffion. (going up to her) It muft 
be an acquaintance, (he ftarts on feeing her) 
What ! a lady in this folitary abode, and 
fattened ! {unjheaths his/word—Jhe /creams) Fear 
me not, madam, I am more the friend than 
the enemy of the diftreffed. {with his /word 
cuts the cord.) 

Nancy. Thank you. Sir, for this kind adl; 
and how to reward— oh! that he did but 
know me, {afide.) 

D d Capt. 
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Capt. Firmly. Mencion it not, my fair 
one ; the adt of itfelf, to me is an invaluable 
reward. Permit me to aflTift you — this way — 
chear up your fpirits — be not afraid — I'll pro- 
teft you, at the expence of my life. But 
how came you to be thus cruelly treated, my 
little fyren ? 

Nancy. By five robbers, Sir, in the habit 
of feamen. He does not know me i I hope he 
will, (afide.) 

Capt. Firmly, Monfters ! Thofe very rob- 
bers are now my prifoners ; and they ihall re- 
ceive a reward due to their crimes, (^looking at 
he)') By this light, but file's an angel, {afide.) 

Nancy. I have often heard that love was 
blind — I am now convinced. But perhaps, he 
will not fee his poor deferted Nancy, (afide.) 

Capt. Firmly, {with eyes fixed on her) By 
my foul, the out-lines of her face wear the 
exaft refemblance of my Nancy, tho* old 
enough to be her mother — her cheeks are fal- 
len, her eyes funk, and the rofes, if they ever 
blew on that emaciated countenance, are flown. 
Yet, yet there's ftill a fomething in that face (b 
lovely j that my heart — I, I feel— I never felt the 
like fenfations, but when in the prefence of her 
I loved. What, what can all this trembling 
mean ? Who can Ihe be ? Zounds ! I'll fum^ 
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mons up courage, and a(k her name — fhe cannot 
conftrue it idle impertinence, {afide) My 
fair unfortunate, may I be permitted, without 
offence, to, to a(k your name ? What the devil 
—why this fear and trembling ? (afide.) 

Nancy. To conceal my name from my 
deliverer, wou'd be ungrateful, (jinlooftng bis 
piSlure from her bojom) But as my fpirits are ex- 
haufted by misfortune and defpairj I muft beg 
to prefent you with this mod valuable refcmb- 
lance, which has been the companion of my 
heart, fince the long abfence of the original. 
(giving him the pi£lure) That little gem will 
Ipeak for me ! 

Capt. Firmly. (Jiarts) My own pifture ! 
{looking on ber^ trembling") Heaven and earth !— 
Who is this ? Nancy ! is it you ?— my love !-— 
my life ! — my foul ! 

Nancy. It is indeed. O Firmly ! 

Capt. Firmly, {embraces her) Have I deli- 
vered thee ! then Heaven has been kind indeed^ 

Nancy. O Firmly ! Firmly! I am weak. 

Capt. Firmly. Ah ! my blind eyes — But, 

but why conceal from me Suffer me to 

convey thee, the dear objeft of my foul, to a 
more calm fituation : — There, my love, I'll 
fpeak my love 5 and prove to yoo, I have been 
true. 

Dd2 SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 



Lord Modely in bis ftudy, walking about 

difordered. 

Lord Modely. Curie this elc&ion, and 
that pedantic Nabob that oppofed me. I wilh 
thofe rafcals were gone — I muft flatter, and a6t 
politically — Oh, here they come. 

Enter Gill, Nog an. Bumper, and Puncheon , 

introduced hy Careful. 

Lord Modely. What! my old friends! 
(Jhakes hands) where have you all been ? I 
have expefled you this month. How do all 
friends at Bribery ? Upon my honour, I am 
glad to fee you. 

Al l . Thank your honour, thank your honour. 
We have all a got our bills wee us. 

Lord Modely. The devil you have* (ajide) 
Well, let me fee them, {they give the bills — be 
reads) 900/. 500/. 800/. 600/. hum, hum. 

Puncheon. 'Tis a fpanking fum, Sir, and 

plcafc 
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pleafe you, my Lord, to people in our fmall 
way, but nothing to your honour. 

Lord Model y. You are very right, at any 
other time; but my good friends, upon my 
honour, {all look dijappointed) I can't pay you 
juft now : the late purchafe I made has quite 
drained me. 

Puncheon. I am ruined then, my Lord, 
and pleafe you. 

The OiHUKsfpeak. So am I, fo am I. 

Lord Modely. Come, come, my wt)rthies, 
^on't be call down, V\\ make it up to you in 
an ample manner: Til give each of you a 
bond better than land fccurity, full five per 
cent. 

Puncheon. But your Lordfhip, and pleafe 
you, Sir, (I may fpeak too for my townfmen) 
we can make more than five per cent, of our 
money. Your honour will confider, that Mr. 
Pagoda the Nabob, made fwinging offers in 
the town. 

Lord Modely. I underftand you perfectly 
— I am fenfible of your great fervices during 
the poll — I fhall aft honourably. To make 
you amends, I fhall add fifty pounds to every 
hundred ; and give you my bond for the whole 
fum, at five per cent, intereft : and fliall order 
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Double-fcc, my Attorney, to .execute the bufi* 
ne/s immediately. 

All. Thank your honour, thank your honour 

Puncheon. But your worfhip> your wor-- 
ihip promifed my daughter Fan a place at 
court, when (he warmed the bed for your ho- 
nour, the night before the*ele£tion. 

All. Bribery ! bribery ! to promife favours 
before the eleftion. ' 

Lord Modely. Tell Fan to make herfelf 
happy, fbe's provided for*— ^ — As for bribery, 
poob, pooh, there is no getting into parliament 
without i^ : and tho' we condemn the meafure 
in public, we never Ihut our mouths againft it 
X in private. However, reft yourfelf aflfured, 

when opportunity o£Fers, I fhall not forget your 
-^ intereft. 

All. Blefs your honour. (going.) 

Puncheon. An't you Lordfliip a-kin to 
the Prime-Minifter, and the great men of ftate, 
and the Archbifliops ? 
* Lord Modely. Right, you arc right.— 
Pray, my compliments to my boneft friends at 
Bribery. 

All. Ay, ay, your honour.— Whorra ! 

« 

(Exeunt.) 
Lord Modely. Ha! ha ! ha ! moft nobly 
tranfafled, upon my honour, ha ! ha ! ha I 

Enter 
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Enter Careful. 

Caref. I am glad your Lordfhip paid 
them, no more dunned by them — they were well 
pleafed, they fung merrily. The little French 
fmuggler is very uneafy, having waited fo long. 

Lord Model y. Zounds, Careful, I forgot 
him — tell him to call in the morning, and 
bring his bill, with fome of the neweft patterns 
from Paris. Send me Twift. {Exit Careful) 
I muft not forget Monfieur Marefhal, or I Ihall 
have nothing proper for the birtjh-day fuit. 

Enter Twist. 

Twist. Your Lordfhip's mod obedient, de- 
voted, and very humble fervant. Here is my 
bill, mod right honourable. 

Lord Modely. Well, my little Twift, 
how do'ft do, my worthy ; I Ihan't run over 
your bill, Twift, Tm convinced 'tis right. 
Thou art an honeft fellow, {puts it in his 
pocket.) 

Twist. Your Lordftiip's opinion creeps 
into my blood, and toxicates my attic-ftory. 
I fwear and wow to your noble Lordfhip, nay 
more, {^takes out a bodkin) may this inftrument, 
already fatal to animals lower than your Lord- 
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ftiip's humble fervant — may this weapon^ I fay, 
prick my very phials into a honey-comb, if 
ever I cabbaged an inch — alone — hem— of 
your materials : no, nor fuffered the draper's 
bribe to enter my fob. No, no, my Lord, I 
han't a been what I am, if I had taken (hort 
meafure by the wholefale, and retailed it out as 
full and per advance. 

Lord Model y. You are an extraordinary 
charafter. — There's nothing like a. clear con* 
fcience, friend Twift. 

Twist. Your Honours— Lordfhip's words 
are a cordial to my narves ; and when confciencc 
comes under my fheers, there's not a matter in 
the branch — hem — tho* I fay it myfelf, that 
can cut clofer, or that underftands an ell Eng- 
lifti from an ell Flemi(h better — hem — hem — 
than Twift. 

.Lord Model y. I'll let him run on; the 
more he fays, the better, {afide) You certainly 
deferve to be encouraged. 

Twist. Why, your Lordfhip muft: know, 
I'm no Papift-— no, I am a Whitfilite — a lamb 
after his own varfion, peace to his deadly foul. 
And further, as I may fay— my Ihopboard can 
witnefs my teftations j and if any of my journey- 
fellows, even by accident, (hould bounce out an 
oath, I knock him down with my goofe, a full 

pot 
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pot of amber, (ftruts about) Ay, ay, your 
Lordfhip, if my religion, trade, and confcience 
did not jog finger and thimble together, Mr. 
Twift, Taylor and Habit-maker, had not a 
been in brafs-plate on my fcarlet door ; and, not 
that I found my own independance, my fummer 
villa — tea, and cold colledtions, had not flou- 
rilhed in Marybone in the Fields, (Jakes Jnuff 
majejiically.) 

Lord Mod ELY. I think I have the dapper 
now in his own thimble, {afide) I am really 
glad, Mr. Twift, that you have made fuch good 
ufe of your time. Indeed, merit and honeft in- 
duftry, fooner or later, will meet with their 
reward. I prefume the bufinefs of a Taylor 
is very profitable— ey, friend Twift. 

Twist. Formerly, my Lord \ but the times 
have much engenderated now. The French 
runagates run us Britons down to a thread. I 
hope your Honour, now you are in parliament, 
will make a law to tranfport them back to their 
own country. 

Lord Model y. Now's my time. (afide)\ 
never employ any of them, nor ever (hall, in pre- 
ference to my own countrymen, I give you my 
honour. But, friend Twift, juft now, I am 
rather (hort of money, I can't difcharge your 
bill, upon my honour. 
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Twist. Not a few hundreds, • my Ijord ? 
(Icois deje£led.) 

Lord Model y. Upon my honour. 

Twist. Why then, my credit Ihakes like 
xh^ ma^Mm cbartum i it may ali be whipped 
in my thimble, 

Lord Modely. Come, come^ not fo— your 
independance, Mr. Twift, your independance— - 
— ^your fummer villa — ^your cpld collations-— 
you r - 

Twist, Ay, but my Lord, 'tis not all 
gold that gliders upon my honour. 

Lord Modely. Well, Twift, as you are 
a man of honour too, and an enemy to cabbage, 
ril mske you an honourable propofal.^^Your 
bill is twelve hundred pounds. Now, friend 
Twift, fuppofe I procure you a place under go- 
vernment of two hundred pounds a year, will 
you give me a receipt in full ? 

Twist. Two hundred pounds per annum. 
Yes, upon my confcience, in full of all de- 
mands. — May my iheers never enter the bowels 
of another bale of fuperfine — — ^But ah ! my 
Lord, an't you what they call a minority Lord I 
If (oy may my notch-board be burned to a cin- 
der, if ever your Lordihip will have it in your 
power to fit me. 

Lord Modely. You ^re quite a politician, 

4 niy 
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my little worthy; I adrif)irc exceedingly the 
jultncfs of your remark. It is true, I have 
voted in the minority ; but it was merely out 
of mcafure of oppofition. But my error is but 
too vifible — public affairs, as well as my do-* 
meftic, oblige me to be minifteriah When 
you hear of a vacancy, come and tell me. 

Enter Careful. 

Caref. My Lord, a melTenger is juft come 
from the minifter, intreating your immediate 
attendance at the Houfe. (Exit.) 

Lord Modbly. Egad a lucky come off. 
(afide) You fee, Mr. Twift, they cannot do 
without me — I muft attend — my country calls 
— and depend, Mr. Twift, your intereft Ihall 
not be forgot. 

Enter Careful. 

Caref. My Lord, Mr. Angel the Butcher 
is all impatience below. 

Lord Model y. The hard featured villain ! 
tell him to be gone — I'll ruin him for his imper- 
tinence — not a cuftomer that I can hinder him 
of, Ihall buy of him. You fee, Twift, how 
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I fervc people when they grow infolent. {Twift 
hoks frighted) That fellow is a moleftation to me* 

Twist. Well, my Lord, I on*t attain you 
any longer — ^your fervant, my good Lord— • 
floo— 200-r-ioo a year. (Exi/.) 

Lord Models. I hope you told the mef- 
fenger I was not at home. Careful. 

Car£f. Your Lordihip knows that to be 
the Handing order. — ^I told him, you was gone 
to the Houfe. 

Lord 'Modblv. That was bravely done. 
Careful — ^go and fhew Angel the door — well 
wrought upon my honour — ^nothing like a (^Exit 
Careful) confequential air, and an honeft face. 
Next to my Trueman. 



End of the Second Act. 
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SCENE L 



Trusty folus. 

^p^ HIS key leads me to the drawer, in 
JL which is a bank receipt for fifty thoufand 
pounds and upwards, bank ftock ; I placed it 
there myfelf — carefully locked it up — 'tis for 
myfelf — 'tis my own — I'll be independant — I'll 
be what I never was before, gay, regardjefs of 
care, void of principle. Oh ! my confcience ! 
confcience ! it wrings my heart, it (lings me ! 
O thou rewarder of the innocent 1 — I will die 
as I have lived, unconfcious of ever doing a 
difhoneft aftion. But thefe fifty thoufands teazc 
me — modern honefty fays they are my own.— 
In the agonies of death, my old mafter charged 
me never to part wifh them till he demanded 
them : — He never demanded them — they arc 
my own — modern practice keeps them.- I'll 
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remain old fafhioned^ and deliver them to the 
right owner, tho' he diftrefles me. — Thou flialt 
not in thy old age, Trufty, be branded wrth 
the epithets of knave and rogue 5 thy old bofom 
Ihall notfeelthe bitter ftings of a guilty confcience. 
Welcome poverty — cxercife thy unrelenting au- 
thority — prey upon the old carcafe of a forfakcn 
fervant — do all thou can'ft ; thou nriay'ft make 
me fufFer — but thou canft never npake me unjuft. 
{looks dejeSied.) 

Enter Jack English. 

Jack Eng. What, my father ! my friend 1 
my good counfellor ! I rejoice to fee you, (em'- 
traces) tho* it grieves mc to the foul, to find 
you thus abandoned. Come, my much injured 
friend, throw off the melancholy that over- 
whelms you. 

Trusty. Mr. Englifli, Tm happy to fee 
you I tho' I dread the confequence that brought 
you hither. 

Jack Eng. A juft caufe brought me hither, 
but diflionour forced me to that neceffity. Mr. 
Trufly, Sir Softpate is turned a perfeft cox- 
comb, a Frenchman in every fenfe of the word. 

Trusty. I feel for him, I am really conr 
cerncd. 

Jack Eng. Feel for him! why, Mn Trufty, 

he 
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he does not feel for himfelf, nor his friends ; he 
is loft to humanity — has taken his leave of the 
common dictates, not only of reafon, but of 
confcience. 

Trusty, Why, Jack, I can't contradi6t 
thee; thou waft always fhrewd, fenfible, and full 
of obfervation, but rather wild. 

Jack Eng. I have veered a little fome- 
times from the ftraight path. I loved pleafure, 
*tis true j' but never did harm to any body but 
myfclf. I never, during my fcrvice with Sir 
Softpate, neglefted his pcrfon or intereft ; or 
ever preferred pleafure to the duty of a fervant. 

Knter Ben. 

Ben. Mr. M' Shuffle begs to fpeak with you 
about bufinefs of great confequence. 

Jack Eng. Til withdraw, and return when 
you are more at leifure ; your fervant. {Exit,) 

Trusty. So muft I, till I recover fpirits 
enough to face this fycophant. (going) On bu- 
finefs of confequence — What can this mean ? 
Perhaps my former favours to him begin to work 
him up to a compliance j he may mean to make 
a tender of his fervices : — Poor and friendlefs 
as I am, I would fooner ftarve than accept 
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Enter Mac Shuffle. 

Mac Shuffle. Weel, wecl, it has aw been 
a mauxim of long (landing in mee faimily, 
ncaver to loafc any thing for the want of 
courage to alk for 'it; nor neevcr to graunt 
feavors, unlafs there ware advantegeous objeft 
in view, or fome onterefting connaAions, for 
the gude of me faitnily. I have a wiefe and 
twa bairns, that maun be taicken cake an, and 
ther is noa freend auqual to one's fell, and your 
acquainuince will ay refpaft you. — Aw Scot- 
land kens vary weel, that the faimily of the M* 
Shuffles were ay netted for theere ceconimee and 
forecoft. I thot Mr. Trufty a vera fubilontial 
mon, and a mon of great onfluence ; and being 
Stuard to Sir Softpeate, was weel worthee the 
nottice of me faimilie ; for Stuards in general 
are a vera threeving occupation — like the bony 
onterprizing Scots laud fra the north, as he ad* 
vances toa the footh, he gathers ftrength, power, 
and fwalls as does the fnaw-baw, when it raws 
down the hill j baith graw big in feizc awn 
confaquancct 
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Re enter Trusty. M'Sbuffle all obedience. 

Trusty. I fhould not have detained you, 
but bufinefs pleads an excufe. 

Mac Shuffle. Nae apologces, freend Trudy; 
I houp your affairs are like to turn out better 
than ye expafted. Aw, mafter Trudy, it grieves 
me to the fol, to fee marit fae bawdly rewarded 
— but providance is aw fufficiant an mindful 
of the delegent. 

Trusty. Pray, Sir, what may be your 
commands? — If you have any, proceed. 

Mac Shuffle. I have aw favor to afk o'yc 
— pleafe to recolleft, freend Trudy, yeer pro- 
mife to me; and I do auxpedV, and — and I 
don't dout, but yeer a mon o'yeer word. — The 
axecution of the leefe before yer'e awa. 

Trusty. No Sir, 'tis out of my power j I 
don't now look upon myfelf as Sir Softpate's 
Steward. — I cannot 

Mac Shuffle. Weel, weel, gude maider 
Trudy, here's ten pawnd for yc.-^ — The date 
o'thc leefe maw gaung before the letter o'your 
defmiflion. — Come, come, me gude freend 
Trudy, Til be more leeberal, and double the 
fum. 

Trusty. Away you fycophant j fuch mer- 
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cenary tricks fhall neve^ enter this boibm ; poor 
#nd friendlefs as it may be> no bribe fhall e*er 
corrupt it to do what's difhonourable. If the 
leafe 13 worth twenty pounds more than the 
bargain to you, 'tis worth as much to the leflee. 
t— -Zounds ! away, e'er you be led to the horfc- 
pond. (Exit M^Sbuffle in a hurry) I (han't be 
an enemy, however, to the wretch, if I fliould 
chance to be queftioned about his promifecl 
leafe.— But ftop — perhaps he'll meet a different 
^-eccption from the French Steward, I under^ 
ftand he is by trade a barber : ay, ay, he carries 
a keen razor, that will Ihavc his mafter clofe 
and eafy ; and if he does not altogether blind 
him with marelhall powder — fcent it more 
itrongly, and lull him to a lethargy. Thirty 
leafes will foon expire— »at their renewal, he 
perhaps may take a bribe, and no fmall one — . 
with provifos and certain conditions too pe- 
culi^, I fear, to the profeffion. (Exit.) 



SCENE II. 

Tom at his Lodgings, with a pot of Porter before 
him—jufi returned from Frame. 

Enter Pheasant and Chase. 

Pheasant, What ! what^ Tommy, my 

beartv 
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hearty one, Fm (jhakes bands) glad to fee 
thee. 

Tom. This is friendly of you, to come and 
fee a poor devil out of place. 

Pheasant. Out, Tom I then we are come 
to bear thee company. — I thought we were all 
fettled for life. 

Tom. So did I i but fervice, you fee, is no 
inheritance. 

Pheasant. I always thought fo, but I know 
it now. But how cam'ft before Sir Softpate ? — 
what, left him in France ? 

Tom. Damn the country! I hate it, and 
all thofe who prefer French runagates to the 
boys of Old England. 

Pheasant. Well faid. — But pray, how 
cam'ft difcharged ? 

Tom. I'm not properly difcharged neither ; 
I took flight ere my wings were clipped, or 
my body harnefled, as they do houfe- breakers, 
when they get them to Newgate. 

Pheasant. The devil ! no? robb'd him, I 
hope. 

Tom. Rob him ! he is not worth robbings 
Harkee — Sir Softpate is eat up alive with 

Monfieurs a parcel of barbers, bernatiers, 

and unqualified traders, who flatter him to his 
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Pheasant. The devil fcrape all the locufts, 
I fay. But how difcharged, Tom ? 

Tom. You muft know, that Sir Sofcpate 
and my lady went poft one day about forty 
miles. Over night, Sir Sofrpate charged me 
to take care of thofe French travellers, when wc 
arrived at the hotel ; to get the poor fellows 
fome fack-whey, and to fee their beds were 
well aired, as they were unacquainted with the 
etiquette of travelling (I think he called itj. 
O how niy teeth chattered with paflion, and 
my arms trembled for revenge ! 

Pheasant. And did not thy blood boil ? 

Tom. Boil! — ^hear me on. T looked dc- 
vilifli crofs — not a word came from poor Eng- 
lifti Pilgarlick. — Sir Softpate perceived fome- 
thing on my brows — his dear lady faw ftill more, 
and in unifon (truck yp a litany of all the 
Englifh fox-hunters, badger-routers, bull-bait- 
ers, bog-trotters they could think on. How- 
ever, I did as I was bid, and took the fack-whey 
to one of my brother footmen's bedlide, who 
was then undrelfing : — As foon as he faw it, he 
fcreamed out, allons, allons, donnez moi cela, 
donnez moi cela — he tafted it ; and, juft as if 
he fpoke to another Frenchman, faid, cc bougre 
^' Anglois n*« point .mis dc fucrc ! — B6wn 

went the bafon; and with this fift, here, it is 

my 



my boys, I foon convinced him, that he was a 
Frenchman, and I a rude Briton : with one or 
two of Johnny Broughton's knocks, I left him 
fprawling. Damn him^ if it was not for his 
pitiful cries, I could have lathered him to an 
Egyptian mummy. 

Pheasant. Bravo ! bravo ! honeft fellow. 
I wiih our Generals and Admirals had half thy 
honefty and courage, we (hould do yet, and 
convince our enemies, that Englifhmen are dill 
themfclves ; and talk without a blufh of Agin- 
court and Crefly. But how the devil did'fl 
come off fo eafy ? 

Tom. The Frenchman foon gave the alarm ; 
he was found an innocent fufferer, and I a 
brutal guilty cannibal, doomed to the Baftile. 
So, by G — d ! I made a moonlight flitting of 
it, came to Calais, and now am here, leaving all 
my duds behind me; 

Pheasant. I adore thee. Til lay down my 
life for thee, and all fuch hearty fellows. 

Chase. So will I, ram mc fifty miles into a 
bog then. 

Pheasant. Command me, Tom. — My 
purfe is at thy fervice ; {takes it out) here's 
twenty guineas in it — help thyfclf — pay me 
when thou can'ft. 

Tom. Thank thee, my generous friend, I 
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ive at prefent no need of any; you fliall knov 
tore another time. But now let's be hearty, 
id fing a carrol to the glory of Old Englami. 
Both. So we ought. 



SONG. 

All. Now Britons be united* 
Tom. Strike the blow. 
Pheasant. Lay them low. 
Chase. Let them know. 

All. That we are Britons ftilJ* 
That we arc Britons ftili. 

All. Now Britons be united. 
Tom. Thunders throw. 
Pheasant. Cruflt the foe. 
Chase. Strike the blow, 
Tom. Lay them low, 
Pheasant. Let them know. 
Chase. That we are Britons ftill 

All. That we are Britons ftill. 

All. Now Britons be united. 
Tom. Our fpirits flow. 
Pheasant. Be not flow. 
Chase. Thunders throw. 



TCM. 
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Chase. Lay them low, 

Tom. Let them know. 

Pheasant. That we are Britons ftill. 

All. That we are Britons ftill. 



End of the Third Act. 
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IV. 



SCENE I. 



Sterling JbIus. 

SURE this nephew of mine is mad. — 
What! to put every thing in his houfe 
in confufion ! Poor old Trufty ! the moft dili- 
gent fervant, and the moft converfant in his 
bufinefs ; and really a good man, juft between 
mafter and tenant. I am forry from my heart 
for his diftreflcd circumftances ; but he fhall 
not want a friend — here he comes. Mr. Tnifty, 
I am glad to fee you : — Come my old friend, 
be not difpirited ; I give you my word that you 
are not friendiefs.^ 

• 

Enter Trusty. 

Trusty. Your words. Sir, relieve this for- 
faken bofom — I am an injured man. 

Sterling. I am fenfible of what you muft 

fuffcr i 



fufFer; but do not recapitulate — fliake off me- 
lancholy, rouze up recolleftion, and be again 
yourfelf. — You have nothing, I believe, to fear, 
unlefs hanefty be a crime : — Speak your mind 
freely to your mafter. 

Trusty. Words cannot exprefs the grati- 
tude I feel, for the warmth of your affeftion. 
I fliall not be intimidated ^ Til fpeak my mind 
freely to Sir Softpate. 

Enter Jack. English, in joy. 

Jack Eng. Gentlemen, your fervant. 

Sterling. How doft do. Jack ? I am glad 
to fee thee. What brought you to England ? 
How came you to leave Sir Softpate ? 

Jack Eng. Why, faith, Mr. Sterling, my 
patriotifm brought me hither — my Englifti 
blood obliged me to quit France. You muft 
know, I was in company with my predeceffor. 
Sir Softpate's head Valet de Chambre, for he 
now keeps two: this rafcal had the impudence, 
in his mafter's houfe, in a bumper of Cham- 
paign to drink dcftruftion to the Englifh na- 
tion. Inftantly my blood was in a ferment — my 
heart ftruggled within me — faith, I foon gave 
it eafe, and fterlinged him to a bouillon. 
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St£&lino. Impertinent puppy — thraihed 
bim^ I fuppofe. 

Jack £no. I but did to an individual, 
tvhat Briton fhould have done to the whole. 

St^jilikg. You did not kill him i 

Jack Ekg. Why, faith, I did not ilay long 
enough at Paris to find that out : — ^But I know 
'tis a ci^m in England with our gambling 
quality, after a run of bad luck, for the con- 
venience of a little ready rino, in the fpring, 
when the fap is up, to ftrip the oak trees (land- 
ing, that they may die without ax or faw :— 
Upon my foul, I don't know how ftands my 
little French fliaver j for damme, if I did not 
bark him from head to foot. 

Ster lino. Jack, thou art an Engliihman. 

Jack Eno. So I ought. Sir, when Britilh 
arms are viftorious. Befides, Sir, I have in- 
telligence that my brother is dead, as great a 
coxcomb as ever went ; by which, I inherit an 
cftate of five hundred pounds a year. Mr. 
Trufty, give me your hand. (Jbake bmds) 
Perdition feize me, if you Iban't live with me— 
In the mean time, I beg your affiftance to ex- 
amine my papers. 

Trusty. Mr. Englilh, Heaven has Weft 
you with a good heart — your kind intention! 
endear you to me. «« A friend in need, is a 

« a friend 



*' friend indeed." I follow you, Mr. Englifli— 
Mr. Sterling, pardon me for the prefent, your 
fervant. (Exeunt.) 

Sterling. Your fervant. I am not eafy— 
I muft know more of my nephew. What a 
charafter is this Jack Englifb ! generous fellow !• 
'Tis not in the ftately manfion now-a-days, 
that we find heroifm. The ruffe t cottage and 
low thatched roof, conceal the real patriot over 
his mefs of pottage ! the ftrong ftone that fup- 
ports the whole building, is always the lowed. 

(Exit.) 

Re-enter Trustv and Jack English. 

Trusty. Every thing appears perfeAly 
clear, and no incumbrance ^ take care that you 
never decreafe it by any mifconduft. 

Jack Eng. I thank you, I fhall make it 
my ftudy. It is now in my power to take care 
of Sophia, and releafe her from the frowns of 
fervitude. She's a worthy girl — I love her from 
my foul — rU convince her of it — Mr. Trufty, 
ril marry her. 

Trusty. I hope you will, Mr. Englifh ; 
(he deferves every thing you can do for her. 
A virtuous, good-tempered woman, is a trea- 
fure to a reafonable man, that can never be 
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fu^s^ fqufilinos, 9tii pgfen^s, that's all^ ha ! 
ha ! ha ! 

Stbkling. For Heavea's /ake> what does 

all this mean i 

Jack £no. Sir» he h^s engaged a prodi* 
gibus qaantjity, a wkidc troop of Italian fingers, 
French C09iedians,fidiers, and dosncfticsof evciy 
^nomination, playerB, dancers, merry Andrews, 
(and the devil knows what. At his arrival, he in- 
tends hftving the dog-kennel immediately made 
into a falmagundi, ha! ha ! hu, I a play-^houfe and 
<opera, ^Kxrafionally ( for he fays, the £ngli& 

drama is a ftvipid piece of vulgarity. Ohi 

how I bit my Englifli lips. 

Sterling. Why> Jack, if this be tfie way 
he goes on, he's paft reclaiming — ^he will foon 
i)e ruined, I'm afraid. ^What a head ! 

Jack Eno. Head, Sir! Why formerly, 
Englilhmen drftingwiflied themfelves by their 
plodding heads and thundering arms ; but now. 
Sir, the French heel attrafts the Englilh head- 
binds the arms — and bewitches into the low 
applaufe, both the male and female world. 
(fiands upon one leg) May I be rapon'd from 
counter to treble, if it is not an exaA truth 
—but this is not aH :— The groom's liable, that 
beautiful building; is to be converted into 
apartments, and the brewhoufe into a chapel ibr 

thefe 
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t\it(t J^rapienoSi Jqualinos^ gigeenosy Sec. &c. 
&c. tragidors and comidorsy Spanifli, Italian, 
French, every thing but old Englifli. 

Trusty. My own plans thus debafed ! 
this goes hard indeed. 

Sterling. O ! Mr. Trufty, he's inevitably 
ruined ; and the Borough of Hofpitality, his 
father had reprefented for fo many parliaments, 
uninfluenced by bribes, the bane of Englilh 
Liberty — that noble independance of the 
Trueman family is now on the eve of expiring. 
'Tis of no ufe to continue the canvafs : his un- 
patriotic conduft merits not a choice. 

Enter Bob. 

Bob. Sir, Mrs Sophia is juft arrived from 
Dover ; and fent word the family will be home 
this evening. 

Jack Eng. Glorious news, by Heavens! 
Pardon me, pardon me — away from this houfe. 

{Exit in hajle,) 

Sterling. You have fevcral things to 
attend too — you know where to find an afylum, 
Mr. Trufty, your fervant. {Exit,) 

Trusty. O, Sir, you are too good. How 
I long to fee my old matter's fon ! perhaps all 
will be right again. (Exit.) 
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SCENE II. 



Jack English and Sophia flying to one another 
from each ft de cf the flagCy embrace. 

Jack Eng. O ! Sophia, let me clafp thee 
within thofe grateful arms — my joy's too greut 
— thou art mine, for ever mine — O, Sophia ! 

Sophia. O, Engli(h ! I thought thee dead. 
(weeps) Thcfe are tears of joy indeed ! I have 
not pafled one comfortable moment fince you 
left me. They told me, you had efcaped to 
England : others faid you were fent to the 
Ballilc for premeditated murder; you were to be 
tortured — but thank Heaven ! 

Jack Enc. Thou grateful, thou generous 
woman ! let me kifs thofe tears of love, and 
not keepyou one moment in an unkind fufpence. 

Sophia. Of what, Englifli? 

Jack Eng. Of cur good fortune, my love ; 
I am now independent, and fo are you. My 
brother's dead, by which I inherit an eftate of 
five hundred pounds a year : — Thus, my Sophia, 
} leaven will fome time or other look down on 
virtue and real love, 

SoPHIiV, 



are too good — I'm not worthy of you. 

Jack Eno. Why will you diftrefs me, my 
love ? By Heavens ! of all thy fex, thou art 
the only one I wilh to live and die with. 

Sophia. Generous man ! Noble indeed is 
that mind that can love in the midft of ad- 
verfity, and ftill be attached in fpite of prof- 
perity. 

Jack Eng. A lover in profperity only, is 
no more a lover, than our captains and warriors, 
when they fpeak of great battles which they 
dread to enter. You have fettled all bufinefs, 
I hope, with Lady Trueman. 

Soph i a. All but my wages. 

Jack Eng. O! damn the wages ; (he may 
have need on't — thou Ihalt not leave me. 

Sophia. Englifh, fure you would not de- 
tain me from flying to the arms of my poor old 
mother, and paying my devoirs. 

Jack Eng. Every word thou fpeakcft 
endears thee ftill more to me — virtuous beauty, 
fly, and be always obfequious to the fweet voice 
of love and virtue— myfelf will attend thee. 

{Exeunt.) 
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SCENE III. 

Sir Softpate^s Houfe — The Entrance Hall^^tbe 
Servants all placed round to receive them. 

Enter Six Soktpate and bis Lady. 

Sir Soptp. Ta ti dil— ti dil— te dil dec- 
ry tec — ^ty tee — ^ta dal, la dal. AUons. Diablc ! 
not gone yet, you vulgar herd— Depechons 
nous, fortez vitc — MonsV Trafty, MonsV — ^ici- 
vous ctes une bete, mon ami. 

Trust y . Your fervant, Sir 5 welcome both 
to England. 

Sir Soptp. Well, Sir, I fee you have not 
difchai^d mes domeftiques. — ^What are thefe 
Engliih lourdeaus flaring at? Out, out*— font 
vous a comptes preto pour rinfpeftioa of my 
French Steward ? {Exeunt Servants dejeSed.) 

Lady Truem. Well, to be fure. Sir Soft- 
pate, thefe Englifli things are the moft ftupid, 
undutiful, unpoliflied drones that ever exifted. 
You fee. Sir Softpate, this old Trufty pays no 
manner of regard or rcfpcdk to what you have 
faid. 

Trusty. I am prepared to anfwer Sir Soft- 
pate ^ 
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pate ; but really, madam, I don't underftand 
what he has faid — if he will condefcend ro 
fpeak to me in my mother- tongue^ my duty 
fhall not lofe fight of his commands. 

Ladv Truem. InfufFerable infolence ! I'll 
take care it (hall be worfe for you, Sir. — Sir 
Softpate, parlez Anglois a cette bete. 

Sir SoFTP. Oui, oui, mon petit cceur. (ftnging 
and takingjnuff) Trofty, ici, ici, are your accounts 
ready, that you may go ? — I do infift my com- 
mands be obeyed. 

Trusty. Yes, Sir, I'm ready prepared; 
and I believe I have as miich reafon to long 
for their being infpefted as yourfelf. But, Sir, 
I muft beg leave to tell you, that your behaviouf 
to me is cruel and ungenerous. 

Sir Softp. Le vieux radoteur! impertinent I 
ril have you fent to prifon, you old nigaut* 
(calls Lavande.) 

Enter Lavande* 

Sir Softp. Here, fend up tous mes dd* 
meftiques this inftant ; feize dat old prig, and 
drag him out of my prcfence — you (hall have 
an example of Engli(h ftubbornnefs and French 
alertncfs. 



Lavande. Toute fuite, mi Lord Anglois, 
toute fulte, mi Lord. ' (Exit Lavande.) 

Lady Truem. Charming creatures ! how 
fubmiflive ! — well-bred nation. 



Enter Servants. 

Sir Softp. A moi; take away dat old 
quiproquo to prilon. 

All. Oui, milor Anglois. (Jeize him.) 

Trusty. Away, yc flavifh tools, ye fervilc 
flatterers, away ; touch me if you dare, on your 
peril touch me. — You forget where you are — 
you offer an infult to a man who has done no 
wrong. Sir Softpate, I ftand upon Englifh 
ground, on the ground oi Liberty y where juftice is 
indifcriminately exercifed to the peafant as well 
as the prince. I defire my accounts may be fettled 

immediately but Sir, take care — beware 

of thofe idols. — Your efl:ate. Sir — the renewal 
of your leafcs — I have hinted this for your good 
— take the advice of a vulgar Englifliman — I 
have done my duty — you remember, Sir, the 
lafl words of your virtuous father — ^'Take care 
*^ of Trufty, be kind to them all." 

{Exit Trufty.) 

Lady Truem. My dear Softpate, I never 
faw fuch a bear ! Don't reft till the wretch is 

difcharged. 
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difcharged. I fhall have the vapours Tm fure, 
as long as he's in my maifon. O dear ! I (hall 
faint. (Jmells to a bottle.) 

Sir SoFTP. Ah, machere! impudence to 
perfeftion ; but what are we to expeft from 
the rufticity of this hum-drum nation ? Hola, 
Lavande, allez and fettle the accounts. 

Lavande. Sur le champ, milor Anglois. 

(Exeunt Servants.^ 

Sir SoFTP. My dear lady, ma chere amie, 
vous coucherez — vous un petit moment ? — I'm 
quite fatigued— Je m'en dore. 

Lady Truem. With all my heart. Sir 

Softpate ; but won't manger fome petit quel- 
que chofe. 

Sir Softp. No, no, ma mie venez ; come 
my love. Allons, de la lumiere candles. (Parade 
'"^two women and three men before. Exeunt.) 



SCENE IV. 

Steward's 'Room — Supper on the ^abUj the chairs 
Jet atjome little dijlance from it. Chase and 
Pheasant entery with Bottles of Wine and 
Jugs of Beer. 

Pheasant. I would fooner fifty to one, be 
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this moment up to my fork in a bog fighting, 
than be reduced to the cruel necefilty of 'tend* 
ing them — a parcel of fhavers and the devil 
knows what befides — ^Monfieurs^ Mademoiielles> 
Madams^ Play tils and Play t ays. 

Chasb. Well, Pheafant, let's hold ourfelve) 
in readincft — ^we muft bend to them j they arc 
in favour, and we are out. 

Pheasant. With all the ill-will of my 
heart. However, mafter Trufty advifed us to 
it — aye, poor man, he means for the beft; 
but fpike my touch-hole if I think fo.«.-*What, 
we Britons fuffcr to knock under to the French j 
we were born to fubjeftion, 'tis true, but not to 
flavery. 

Chasb. It muil be foj Pheafant; befides, 
the quality won't hire us married fervants now. 
•^But how (hall we learn their names ? 

Pheasant. Call them Roaft-beef, and I'll 
be (hot if they won't anfwer to that--^ Scots - 
pills are devilifh hard to fwallow, but thefe 
dybolican names I doubt will not difgeft fb well. 
But firft for a glafs, or we fee no more on't — 
(pouring out wine) Come, Chafe, here's refor- 
mation to Sir Softpate. 

Chase, With all my heart i and a ftraight 
jacket to all fuch Englilhmen^ ha! ha! ha! 

(drinks*) 

4 EnUr 
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Enter French DomeJlicSy fly to the tabUy lay 
their hands upon it^ extending their rumps ex^ 
peSling to have chairs put under them — Phea- 
sant and Chase in a corner all amazements 

Chase. I fuppofe they fay grace now. 

Pheasant. Why, you fool, they fay nothing. 

Lavande. Allons, allons, poliflbns ici ; 
de chaifes, vite. 

Pheasant. What do you fay ? Tip us a 
little Englifh ; we don't underftand your lingo. 

Lavande. Ces bougres d'Anglois ! put de 
chairs here, (pointing to his pojleriors,) 

Pheasant. Put it yourfelf and be damn*d 
to you, and begin to fill your paunches, for 
they are confumed hollow by their growling. 

Lavande. Sacre foutre ! quel orgueil ! — 
Allons, allons, manges ; never mind, we Ihall 
eat de Englifh roaft beef, and dofe Englifh 
beef-eaters fhall have none. 

Pheasant. Confound you, it is the only 
thing you care a pin for. Hufh, hufh, they are 
already beginning to drink i we fhall hear fine 
things by and by. ^ 

Marmiton. McfTieurs, fucccfs tode grand 
monarquc, and all his alliance. 

All. Vit all my heart — Vit all my heart. 
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Lavande. .Here's dat England may foon 
be dc footftool to Louis, Ireland his (pitting- 
box, and Scotland his commoditee ! 

All. C'cft bien dit— C'cft bien dit ! dat 
be ver good, ha I ha I ha 1 

Chase and Pheasant. Treafon ! treafon! 
Egad, we'll cool your courage. (In a rage^ thrajb 
tbem out.) 

Pheasant. By Heavens \ if Great Britain 
fuflfers fuch villains in her own bofom, {he de- 
ferves the fting. 

Enter Tom, with a new/paper. 

Tom. What, friend Pheafant and Chafe I 
why in this heat, my lads? 

Pheasant. Why faith we have been drub- 
bing our new comers. 

Tom. Ha ! ha ! ha ! if you arc fond of 
drubbing, here's work enough cut out for you, 
ha ! ha ! ha ! excellent news — The French have 
landed thirty thoufand men off Dover, and are 
now in full march to London i here it is, chap- 
ter and verfe. (Pointing to the paper.) 

Pheasant. Pooh, pooh, 'tis a joke; they 
know better than that — they love their kidneys, 
fmall as they are. But if they did, my hearts 

of 
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of oak, how the devil fhould they get back 
again ? 

Tom. Here it is — fee, fee. (Examine the 
Gazetteer.) 

Pheasant. So it is — ^glorious news ! TU 
return this inftant^ and get all my fowlers ready 
— ^you muft come and bear a peg— there's lead 
moulds and powder — We'll have the treache- 
rous dogs to the ground by dozens. — Altho' our 
mafters are prejudiced againft us, let us not be 
prejudiced againft our country. Now, my boys, 
for a fong of war — then off and join the camp 
without delay. 

SONG. 

AWAY to the camp, boys, altho' we are few j 
Our hearts are of oak, our example is new : 
Tho' our coats are not red^ we can ridden them 

o'er 
With the blood of thofe daftards who threaten 

our fhore. 

Like the white cliffs that dafli foreign waves 

from our ifle. 
We're expos'd to contempt and expos'd to the 

toili 
Yet if our rough bodies were took from the fliore, 

m 

Our ladies wou'd fhrink^ and their lordlings ftill 
more. 

Like 
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Like the well-rooted oak, the pride of our 

field. 
We face cv'rjr tempeft, but never will yield ; 

Beneath the wide branches of our fpreading arms 

Our opprefibrs we fave from invaders' alarms. 

When our country invites, we foon rulh on the 

foe, 
Tho* our wives are in tears, and our children in 

woe } 
An objefi: then nobler arifes in fight, 
With pleafure we die when for Britain we fight. 



The End of the Fourth Act. 
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V. 



SCENE 1. 



Sir Softpate j^^Lady Trueman in a Draza^ 
ing'Room~^tr Sofipate walking about with a 
Looking-glafs in bis Hand^-rLady Trkeman bc^ 
/on a Gla/s, admiring htrfelf. 

Lady Trueman. 

MY dear Trueman, you had better go and 
take a jumble in the coach ; confider, 
child, you have been in the houfe all this day — 
you'll injure your health* 

Sir Softp. I was juft confidering of it, 
ma chere amie — I am adjufting my ftock and 
bofom — I fhall take my difli of tea at the coffee- 
houfe^-adieu, ma chere, adieu. 

Lady Truem. Adieu, mon petit love, adieu, 
(Exit Sir Softfate) Now for my fignal, and my 
hero's ready obeyance* (Exit.) 

SCENE 
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SCENE IL 

7T?e ly/r^^/— Lady Trueman at the window, 

waving her handkerchief. 

Lady Truem. No obcyancc ! no return ! 

I (hall doubt his courage ^What, here he 

comes on the wings of love. 

(Retires from the window* J 

Enter Lord Model y — As he advances towards 
the houfey meets Sir Softpate.' 

Sir Softp. What, my Lord Modely ! 
alone ! Where are you going this way ? 

Lord Modely. I'm going, Sir Softpate, 
to breathe a little frefli air— to the Park. 

Sir Softp. To the Park, my Lord, ha! ha! 
ha I — Why, my Lord, you are wrong, you are 
out of your road, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Lord Modely. Egad, Sir, you are right, 
fo I am, ha ! ha ! ha ! I was juft then in a brown 
ftudy — parliamentary bufinefs — ^There's an im- 
portant queftion to be debated at the houfc 
tq-morrow, of great national concern, which I 
mean to take an adtive part in*-— -^^Some errors 

in 
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in the peace, I apprehend, if not amended, may 
prove fatal to our country. 

Sir Softp. Well, my Lord, I (hall not dif- 
turb your very laudable purfuit; I wifli you 
fuccefs — your fervant. 

Lord Model y. Your moft obedient. {Exit 
Sir Softpate)—Voov devil ! Well I (hall go on 
a little further and return. (Walks from the houfe.^ 
returns immediately y finding the door open as he 
approaches.) (Exit.) 



SCENE IIL 
Lady Truema Ykjeated on ajopha — Enter Lo r d 

MODELY. 

Lord Model y. My dear Lady Trueman, 
how came you to forget the hour ? Upon my 
honour, I'm really froze up. I have pafs'd your 

windows fifty times expefting 1 thought you 

told me Sir Softpate was to dine out. 

Lady Trueman. Ha! ha! ha! my dear 
Lord, don't think yourfclf difappointed, now 
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you arc here — give mc your hand ; upon my 
honour it was not my huh. — Sir Sofcpace was 
to dine out, ha ! ha ! ha ! he fancied himfeif ill, 
and (ent an excufe ; fb I had the pleafure, ha ! 
ha ! ha ! of his fweet company at home* But 
juft before I gave you the fignal, he found him- 
fclf, with my advice, well enotigh, fo walked 
out — ^I apprehend he will foon return. 

Lady Model y. Egad, if fo, my dear True- 
man, expedition juft now founds harmonious — > 
Jet me feaft on thofe ruby lips, the prelude of 
future joys, (kiffing. ) . 

Lady Truem. Lord, you are as violent as 
you are flattering; but you 

Entir MAryzMotSEiLE frighted. 

Madem. O me Ladee ! me Ladee ! me did fee 
Sir Softpate in de ftreet vid moi Ladee Modely* 

Lord Modely. (uneqfy) The devil! — :with 
Lady Modely. 

Lady Trxtem. O Heavens ! did, did you 
fay with Lady Modely ? (fytnptoms ofjealoufyj) 

Madem. Oui, mc Ladee — ^O me Ladee, he 
for come dis way, mc Ladee. (Exit Madem.) 

Lady Truem. (a mixture of fear andjea- 
louff) For, for Heaven's fake, my, my Lord — 
' Lord Modely. For, for Heaven's fake, 

ma — 
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ma — ma — my dear Lady Trueman, grant me 
an afylum — ^hide me. 

Lady Truem. Not for the unlvcrfe — Pray 
my Lord withdraw — (be runs about) for Hea- 
ven's fake, my Lord 

Lord Modely. How unfortunate! — adieu 
—adieu, ( Exeunt Jeparatim.) 

Re-enter Mademoiselle following her Lady. 

Madem. a me Ladee, me Ladee, Sir 
Softpate no come — he gone fome tother ways. 

(Exit.) 



SCENE IV. 



Captain Firmly and Nancy. 

Capt. Firmly. Storms and tempefts, rug- 
ged feas and a leaky fhip, are dreadful during 
the conflift — but trifling are they, my Nancy, 
when I bring your diftrefs home to myfelf, and 
make the fad comparifon. 
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Nancy. O Firmly 1 I forget all now«A- 
Heaven is ever mindful of the innocent. It 
has amply paid for all^ by fending yotr. 
CfmHing.) 

Capt. Firmly. Geserous girl ! the fun (hall 
not twice pafs the meridian, before thou art 
for ever mine — ^be prepared, my love, for the 
happy noofe. 

Nancy. If your happinefs depends upon 
me, mine totally depends on you. Firmly — I 
ihall not be ungratefliL 

Capt. Firmly. Thank you, for that fwect 
promife; be ready when I call — I now go to 
my brother Modely's, to fettle fomc little 
bufinefs, and take my farewell: but not to 
Ipeak a word of my love; for thofe lordly 
cuckolds and cuckold-makers never knew, nor 
ever felt it — adieu> my love, (kijfes.) 

Nancy. But, Firmly, what news is this, of 
the French landing ? — You'll not leave me any 
more ? — There's enough in the camp, without 
you. 

Capt. Firmly. O, my Jifc ! let not that 
difturb you — 'tis not my line to join camps — 
yet, was my country invaded, I certainly (hould 
ferve it in . any line. Make yourfelf eafy on 
diis headi I fuppole 'tis fome falfe alarm, (takes 

ber 
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her band) Be aflured, I fhould fooner die, than 
fee you diftrefled. ( Exeunt Jeparatim.) 



SCENE V. 

The Camp — Firji Centinel ajleep — Second drunky 
reeling without his firelock. 

Enter Pheasant, Chase, and Tom. 

Pheasant. They keep a good look out here. 
— An enemy ! — the French army ! — to arms ! 
(/peaks aloud.) 

2nd. Centinel, (gives the watch word) 
Britifh ! Britifh ! 

Pheasant. Yes, to a man. 

2nd Centinel. (runs from his pofty and cries 
out) The enemy ! the enemy ! 

Enter Colonel Flashinpan ; walks up to 

them. 

Col. Flash. What's all this for ? — From 
yrhence came you ? 

G g Pheasant. 
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Ph^asaiKt. From hoine> and' wiih tojoin 
thi^ forces, encamped— the enemy is at handi 

Col. Flash. Brave fellows— Well, my lads, 
what intelligence is this you bring i — ^you mean 
to enter as gentlemen fbldiers ? 

Tom. Not as gentlemen, but as men to 
fight. The French are landed ; and we are 
come to bear a hand, till the dogs^ are either 
killed or trundled back again. 

Col. Flash. Well done, my lads— your 
example is as brave as it^ is new : but we ap- 
prehend no danger — your ihteQigence has been 
falfe. 

Pheasant. Falfe, Sir — 'tis in print, here is 
the Gazetteer. (Jb^wstb^, Gazetten) Why, Sifj 
ifc had intelligence on. the raad^ that they, were 
within a mile of the camp. 

Cot. Flash. The devil 1 is it fa? we muft 
look to ourfelves, and order out a force imme* 
diately. To arms !<^follow me^ my Isids. 
(drunu, beat to arms btbindtbej^attsk) 

{lExtunt ina^ hurry. X 
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SCENE VI. 



Lord Modely and Careful. 

Lord Modely. Are you fure you were not 
out of the way ? 'tis five minutes paft the time. 

Caref. Perfeftly fure, my Lord; I have not 
quitted the door thefe two hours. 

Lord Modely. I broil with impatience- 
Did you leave word at the (tables that the 
carriage was for Hounflow ? 

Caref. I did, my Lord, as you defired me* 

CExU Careful.) 

Enter Twist in a great hurry j with a bundle of 
clothes under his arm, which he lays down. 

Twist. Moft Right Honourable, an*t pleafe 
you, my Lord, rare news — blefled tidings. 

Lord Modely. What's all this ? What tid* 
ings have you brought, Mr, Twift ? I am ex- 
ceedingly hurried, and can't juft now attend 
you. 

Twist. I am fo overjoyed, that every thread 
cracks, and every buttoa about me jumps for 

G g 2^ joy— i 
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joy — a righteous place^ 2000I. a year, your 
Lx)rdfhip ! - 

Lord Modely. You impertinent fcoun- 
drel I don't I tell you^ I have no time to lofe 
with you ? 

Twist. As I was coming along, in the way 
of my branch, a full ell at a ftride i 1 heard two 
gentlemen in bufli perriwigs fay, that one of 
the Bifhops was taken ill of a perplexity Ht, in 
tranfplanting luke-crejfes for the further tranf- 
portation of the Proteftant religion in this coun* 
try. Now, my Lord, name me to the place, 
and pay me 20ol. a year i and pleafe you, my 
Lord, you may retail the remnant ks the mate- 
rials fuit» 

Lady Modely. I fee he'll force me to kick 
him out. (afide) It can never happen, Mr* 
Twifti you are very ill qualified for fuch a 
ftation. 

Twist. Get me the place, my Lord: — I, 
as well as other great men, can keep a jour^ 
neyman. 

• Lord Modely. Well, well, Twift, I fliall 
fee to it. (hurries bim out by the Jboulders ) Juft 
now, honour binds me to other engagements. 
Your fcrvant, your fervant. 

Twist. Moft devoted — {withdraws andretums 
fifr his bundle) My trade, my Lord. (Exit.) 

Lord 
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Lord Model y. O damn your trade! enough, 
(Jhuts the door) The unfeafonablc fool, with his 
bifhoprick ! 



Enter Careful. 

Caref. My Lord ! my Lord ! I believe her 
Ladyfhip is coming. 

Lord Modely. Where, where, {looking off) 
where ? — *Tis ihe, by Heavens ! Make up with 
all fpeed. Careful, and conduft her to Weftmin- 
fler-bridge — fly 

Caref. Yes, my Lord, (going) What 

a difgracc have I brought myfelf to ! (ajide) 

(Exit.) 
Lord Modely. On the wings of love 
fhe's gone, and her two thoufand jointure for 
a pafs-port. Soon with her, wafted by the 
breath of fortune and of honour, 1 (hall hail 
thee, Paris— the inviting nurfery of amorous 
delights. (Exit.) 
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SCENE VII. 
ne Camp as before — Enter Captain Scare- 

, cRovj hadmg a Chum. 

Py^pf • ScARf p. Pome ^lopg, come along — 
Well, friend, don't be frijgfitcrf. — tfil\ m ypuf 

Qtoyn^. My nc^mc-— Ph| ypu know my 
npjinv^ weU enougj}— yp; n.e.aiT)p, why RQg?r i$ 
my neame. 

Capt. SqAREc. WIfpre arv you ^piqg? 
iyh?re difl yov ^Qiqc from f 

^QGER. From the teaun yeaunder, 

Qf?j' ScA?LEc. \yijat did ypy fee it\ the 
leaun yeaunder ?— r^Vhat a d»mn'4 booby ! but 
«' children ^qd fooh fppak tfuth.'* 

RoGEg. why^ I fcpn Frfnch«n?n wfffd 

^bput by fome of yeer mcq pf ^SFr 

Part. Scarec. Come, you are ^ plpv^r 
fellow — don't be afraid. 

Roger. Odfzookers, Tm not afraid, not I: 
only a little frighted at your bagnuts. 

Capt, Scarec. Was the battle over when 
you came away ? 

^?.oQER. What battle ? 

' Capt. 
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Capt. Scarec. Why, did you not (ay the 
French were beat by our foldiers ? 

Roger. O ! is that the battle ? — ^^Eefe, your 
honour, that battle was over. 

Capt. Scarec. Did our English men of 
war win the battle ? 

Roger. Aye. 

Capt. Scarec. Were there many of the 
French killed ? 

Roger. Eefe, a tedious number. 

Capt. Scarec. Were there any taken ? 

Roger. Aye, aye, they're all there. 

Capt. Scarec. Juft what I wanted; I 
need not leave the camp — noble intelligence, 

upon my honour. But how are you fure they 

are all Frenchmen ? 

Roger. They had roufing tails, and looked 
mortal hungry furely. 

Capt. Scarec. Good — Did you fee any of 
our men killed or wounded ? 

Roger. Noa, noa, your honour. 

Capt. Scarec. Well, my lad, here's fome- 
thing for your intelligence ; (gives him money) 
take refuge in the camp. 

Roger. But, your honour, this don't lift I ? 

Capt. Scarec. No, no, my lad — we have 
no need of you now. 
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Roger. Thank ye-^faith^ if ye an't a brave 
Captain then. 

Capt. Scarec. This is bravely 'don&— a 
complete viftory without the loft of a man.-?— 
Now for a feu de joie: But firft to Colonel 
Flafliinpan, and let him know we are as great 
as our anceftors. (Exeunt. J 

£/r/^ Colonel Flashinpan/^/^j — as bcenters 

a feu dejoie. 

Col. Flash. A moft happy ev^nt ! If this 
docs not entitle me to further promotion^ refig- 
nation fhall next follow ; then my country may 
weep. I conceive the baggage mult be con- 
fiderable^ as the greateft ftand was made there. 

Re-enter Captain Scarecrow. 

Capt. Scarec. Sir^ pleafe to fign your name 
to the difpatch. 

Col. Flash. Let me hear the contents^ 
Scarecrow. 

Capt. Scarec (reads.) 

" My Lx)rd, 
- •* I ' have the honour to acquaint your 
** Lordlhip of the operations under my com- 

" mand 






cc 
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" mand fince the laft difpatch. The agreeable 
" intelligence was this day brought me, that the 
" enemy furrendered at difcretion, after a fmart 
aftion of thirty-five minutes. — They fufFered 
confiderably in killed and wounded j but to do 
'^ them that juftice they deferve, they fuftained 
*' the combat with great fpirit and firmnefs. I 
'^ cannot yet learn that we have any killed or 
" wounded on our fide : — But I muft acquaint 
your Lordfiiip, that the officers and men under 
my command underwent their fatigues with 
^' good cheer; and rulhed on the foe with that im- 
'^ petuofity peculiar alone to victorious Englilh- 
*^ men — your Lordlhip may be in hourly expec- 

'* tation of the returns. For particulars, I beg 

^^ you refer to Captain Scarecrow, who will have 
^^ the honour to deliver this my fecond difpatch j 
" whom I recommend to your Lordlhip's favour 
^^ as a gallant officer. 

" I have the honour to be, 

" My Lord, yours, &c. 

MUSKET FLASHINPAN. 

Col. FlIvsh, Judicioufly penned— (^|^»jJ 
follow me. (Exeunt.) 
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fkfifr Comma VDEK ik Chief /> tf burry^ 

General. Whatj not an officer to be feen ! 
This their vidory has lulled them to flecp— 
Oh ! what axe wc now come to ? — here they arc 
— thofe — ^ 
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jvyed. 

CoL. Flash* Great, great intelligence ! — 
The Britifh arms are crowned with viftor/ — my 
General, I give you Joy — -joy to my country.— 
The whole of the French army is taken^ and 
taken under my command. You fee. Sir, the 
camp was not left without generalfhip in the 
abfence 

General. Dare you reproach my abHiifce, 
Sir ? You and your brother officers, as you term 
them, are a fet of coxcombs — ^nficrc fhadows of 
men, of old Britiih heroes. — ^Your viftory. Sir, 
has branded yourfelves and the nation with 
difgrace. 

CoL. Flash. (Jmells to bis bottle) What does 
all this mean ? — Is it a crime to conquer. 
General ? - 

General. Sir, this is a crime, to be as ig- 
norant 
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Qoraot of the duties of a ibldier^ as y^u are of 
your infamous blunders. 

Col. Flash. Egad, now I begin to fear 
fome miftake (afide). Sir, I don't underftand 
fuch behaviour. Sir, to men. Sir, who have 
adorned die fervice. 

General. Adorned the fervice ! — adorned ! 
— our blades of (leel are become trinkets indeed. 
— Then her^e's your v\^Qty'^( takes a paper and 
gives it) read there — (pointing to a pafjfage in 
the letter) ^^ There were in all fifty French and 
" Italian comedians, feventy dancers, fid lers, and 
'* as many more domeftics.*' {amazed) There's 
your French army !— there's your great viftory ! 

your grpAC inccllig^uce ; all founded upon a 

paragraph in the Gazetteer, and confirmed by 
an afirighted booby. — .'Tis well I came time 
enough to prevent your difpatches. 

Col. Flash. Indeed — upon my honour. 
Sir— 'twas indeed, Sir — too much caution, an 
error of judgment. But you, you arrived too late 
*— the difpatches were gone off with the returns, 

GENERAL. Damn your returns! — Say you 
gone ? did you fay gone ? — ConfuGon ! Ihame I 
eternal (hame ! — O ! that I were this inftant 
placed before the muzzle of the foes cannon—- 
that I were hidden from the eyes of men.— 
Well may revellings, affcmblics, abfentee com- 
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mandcrs, and drowfy Governors be pafled into 
a law, and deemed high treafon ! — But off to 
juftify my conduft. {Exeunt.) 



SCENE VIII. 

7^he Tower. — Sir Softpate in a melancholy 

walk. 

Sir Softp. My wife eloped ! — myfelf thrown 
into prifon ! — ^1 know not for what — 1 am in- 
nocent of the crime of high treafon — this goes 
hard indeed. How do all my follies ftart up 
to my view ! — ruined in my eftate ! — ruined 
in my friends ! — but neither friends nor flat- 
terers now vifit my misfortunes. My wife 
forfaken me, whom I loved fo well ! — ^yes, and 
love her ftill, to my torture. Had /he been 
faithful, her jointure might have prolonged our 
cares in fome degree of comfort. 

Enter Keeper. 

Keeper. Sir, two gentlemen of the name of 
Sterling and Firmly beg to fee you. 

Sir Softp. 
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Sir Softp. By all means, pleafe to (hew 
them up. (Exif Keeper) This is kind — but 
what excufe for my mifconduft ? Ah ! my heart, 
my heart. 

Enter Sterling ^«i Captain Firmly. 

Sir Softp. Dare I approach my friend ? 
may I now ufe that name ? — let not my folly 
forfeit the claim. 

Sterling. It grieves me. Sir, to fee you in 
this awful dwelling. It is neither manly nor 
generous to reproach a man in fufFerings — your 
imprifonment — the very name of treafon 
(^Sir Softpate ftartles.^ 

Sir' Softp. O ! Mr. Sterling, inform me, 
inform me, what is it I have done ? — Keep me 
not in fufpenfe — this will be kind — Oh ! Cap- 
tain Firmly. 

Capt. Firmly. Come, come. Sir, though 
the tempeft threaten (hipwreck, we may foon 
have a calm. 

Sir Softp. Indeed, Sir, I am innocent.— 
Heaven knows. 

Sterling. He is quite changed: if ex- 
tricated from this, he may yet be faved {a/tde). 
My dear nephew, from an infant have I known 
you i and that you naturally had a good heart. 
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tiU yon gafve loofe te^ pltfafin^ and pitfentece 
to esEducsl But (>lottiiyg ^gainft the ftate^ is 
vAett I thiAk ydu incapable o^^yer^ I fear, we 
have living inftances of men, if wortby of rfw 
namej who are thus abandoned. 

Sm SoFTP. My uncle, friend^ father, you 
judge right, (feeing Trufty) Ah ! what do I fee ? 
My Gonfeienoe ftings mic I^-^Trufty, an ii^«!^d, 



Enter Tkvsty. 

Trusty. I an) grieved to fee roy old- mas- 
ter's fofl within thefe gjeomy waUsr Be of 
comforts Sir \ all may yet be ^elk 

Sir. Softp^ Ah> Tnifty ! Trufty ! this is no 
place of comfort ; nor have 1 reafon t a - > 

Tritsty. Not a pang Ihall you feel, if U« 
berty will remove it — ^you are innocenc of this 
charge*— you are at liberty to command thofe 
mafly gates to be fluag open* Sir Softpate, ydu 
are neither traitor nor prifoner. (all anui%ed^) 

Sterling. Good old man, to have been 
all this while working for his pcrfccutor. 

Capt. Firmly. Now be of good cheer, you 
have efcaped a lee^fhorcy Sir Softpate; you are 
come to anchor iiv fh\ootk water— the enemy 

has flioered off. 

Sir. 
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Sir Softp. My fenfe of (hamc prevetxts 
utterance. 

Sterling. Mr. Trufty, may I entreat you> 
in the name of my nephew, to unfold this 
myftery. 

Trusty. You know. Sir, how much the 
kingdom has been alarmed concerning the land- 
ing of the French troops. Sir Softpate was taken 
up on fufpicion of being in league with the 
enemy ; as fome papers were found upon them, 
by the officers under the command of Colonel 
Flalhinpan, direfting thofe troops to the pro- 
teftion of Sir Softpate, Colonel Flafliinpan, 
being unaccuftomed to conqueft, and overjoyed 
with fo great a vi<5tory, fcnt inftanc difpatches 
to town of the captured army, before he had 
received proper intelligence from the officers 
who commanded the expedition. — But it has 
fince appeared, that thofe taken were not fol- 
diers — but a troop of French comedians, fid- 
lers, Italian fingers, dancers, and domeftics, to 
the ufe of Sir Softpate, to the amount of two 
hundred and upwards, men and women. 

Sterling and Capt. Firmly. {laugb) This 
*s truly ridiculous. 

Sir Softp. Ah! what am I come to? 
what will the nation come to ? O ! that I was 
this inftant reduced fhamcful abfurdity ! 
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My liberty however, 10 confequence of what 
you have told me, would at any other time be 
very agreeable — ^but my conduA and my debts, 
Trufty, take off the reliQi, and point out fomc 
other prifon. I know of forty thoufand pounds 
that muft be paid immediately. — ^Not an acre 
under my name fhall remain unfold— not a 
fhilling ihall remain unpaid j if that won't do, 
this body (hall be fliut up in prifon, from the 
fight of men and the light of Heaven. 

Trusty. The blood of Trueman ftill runs 
in his veins — I feel young agafn — my heart is 
all joy (afide). Sir Softpate, I can no longer 
withhold from you your lawful right. A favour 
is never fo valuable, as when 'tis really wanted. 
Here, Sir Softpate, I deliver you this key, as it 
was given me by your virtuous father,— -Take 
care of it — it will convey you to fifty thoufand 
pounds, which remain undiminifhed fince un- 
der my care; you ought to have enjoyed it 
before — but, pardon me. Sir, I thought of the 
two, that Trufly was the better fl:eward. 

Sir Softp. My friend ! (embraces) I de- 
ferved all your hatred, and you give me a proof 
of fuch friendfliip.— Oh ! Trufty. 

Capt. Firmly. I give you joy. Sir : I told 
yoii we fliould foon make the land, and arrive 
fafe at our moorings. Egad, I wifh a Trufty 

were 
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were found in every officer in the Britifli fer- 
vice, poor old England would yet weather the 
ftorm, and bring to life the withered laurel. 

Sterling. My dear nephew, from my foul I 
rejoice with you at this extraordinary deliverance. 
(pointing tb Trufty^ Generous old man ! — Real 
honour feems to have made it's appearance on 
earth. Trufty, with fuch a foul, you need not 
envy the pomp of grandeur, or the pride of 
kings. 

Trusty. Gentlemen, this condefcenfion to 
praife, is a kindnefs I never afpired to ; but it 
now calls for my warmeft thanks. I hope, I 
have done what is right j I think, I ought thus 

to have lillcncd to both confcicin-c and reafon. 

Sir Softpate, I mean to a(k one favour of you. 

Sir Softp. Trufty, I am all your's — com* 
mand me. 

Trusty. Well, Sir, dare I mention the 
name of Lady Trueman without offence ? (Sir 
Softpate ftarts) permit an old fervant to be a 
mediator. 

Sir Softp. Ah ! Trufty, I fear it is too late 
— ftie has left me. 

Trusty. No, Sir, flie is this moment at 
your houfe. 

Sir Softp. Heavenly hearing ! {cfide) Say 
you at my houfe ? (much agitated.^ 

H h Trusty. 
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her repentance^ call for inftant reconciliation. 

Sir Softp. Oh ! were I not to find a cold 
fpoufe, this inftant wou)fl | fly, 

TKv^fy* ^ can't entertain fp mean an opinion 
of L.ady Trueman, But youths beautyi and 
deluding art-^-fhe^ Sir^ like you^ has been at. 
Paris^ the favourite magnet that attra£fc$ |hf 
fterling ore, but debafes it by the nDtiatural 
alloy. 

Sir Softp. Tell me, Trufty, how fttc re- 
turned ? — ^Oh I (greatly agitatedn) 

Trustv As Lord Modely was ufing his art 
to convey her oS^ he imprudently made her 
acquainted with yo\iT impttfoTiTncnt^^— inftwtlf 
her fonTiCr tendemcfs re^kindled in her bofom 
•^ihe called on your name with tears ; and af« 
fured Lord Modely that fhe would fooner die, 
than abandon you in your diflrefs. As he was 
going to ufc violence, providentially Mr. Eng*« 
H(h paffing by the carriage, hearing the cries^ 
flew to the coach — found Lady Trueman faint- 
ing — threatened Lord Modely with inftant death 
if he did not defift ; and immediately reconveycd 
her Ladyfhip to her own houfe. 

Sir Softp. (to Sterling) The hardened vil- 
lain ! — how I deteft my own conduft !— how new, 
how ftrange does all this appear ! But lee me 

. bid 
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bid adieu to this manfion, and prepare for 
that happinefs, which I nevfer yet knew 

Honour's great, when once we know it j 
But, O ! how few are thofe that fliew it. 

{Exeunt.) 



SCENE X. 



Sir Softpate ^//^Lauy Trueman. 

Sir Softp. I give you my word, my dear 
t^ady Trueman, that I (hall never recapitulate^ 
or give you one moment's uneafinefsj I have 
been inattentive. — We have been both to blame; 
and of the two, I confefs myfelf the moft 
guilty — I had neither phllofophy nor experience 
equal to my fortune. 

Lady Truem. Your generous and ready 
forgivenefs fliall for ever live in my mcr 
mory, and I give you my honour, I fliall 
never reproach you with the fums you have 
engaged in for Lady Modely — Art will ever 

H h 2 get 
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get the. better of inexperience* (m b^r knees) 
O ! Trueman^ add to nny happinefs^ by being 
perfuaded that all is well. — That artful, mean 
villain. Lord Modely was fruftrated in his 
delires ^ Heaven has defeated his foul defigns. 

-Sm SOFTP. Rife— let me clafp thee in my 
arms, and let this for ever feal our happinefs. 
{kijfes) Now let our hearts be reunited j and 
experience teach us, that the love for tinfel and 
flattery begets mifery and ruin.— Ha ! Sterling, 
Firmly and 



Enter Sterling, Firmly and Nai^ct. 

> - 1 

Sterling. I am oveijoyed to find your 

» 

Ladyfliip fo well recovered 5 and you. Sir, 
happy. 

Capt. Firmly. So am I, upon my foul ; a 
foe is never fo terrible as when he invades the 
realms of matrimony. — My brother Modely 
has afted a part that makes me difclaim him. 

Nancy. O! Firmly^ his difappointments 
and Ihame are punifhmcnts enough for him i be 
at lead reconciled. 

Capt. Firmly. I would fooner fuffer the 
difgrace to. be taken by a Frenchman of equal 
force, than be reconciled with him and his 

Frenchified 
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Frenchified Lady; who arc both, as much loft 
to honour, as the copying of French manners 
ha$ been prejudicial to my brother officers. 
Pardon me, my Nancy, they had nearly de« 
prived me of you ; which, by Heavens I hold 
more valuable than all the captures I have made, 

Nancy . I have done ; your conduft towards 
me Expreflions here fail me ! 

Lady Truem. Nancy, I give you joy; I 
fee Captain Firmly's intentions. Mr. Firmly, 
I hope you'll be happy in your choice : — Her 
little fortune added to yours, will be a juft re- 
ward to your conftancy and her virtue. 

Sterling. Now all paft troubles and dif- 

ticulties are likely to end fortunately : but here 

comes THE MAN OF HONOUR. 



E^jfer Trusty — gives Bank Notes to Sir Softpate. 

Trusty. Here is die half-year's dividend 
on the fifty thoufand pounds I had depofited 
in the bank : — And may the principal be the 
means of healing the wounds in your eftate; 
^nd prevent Jews and fuch unlawful traders 
from differing thofe fertile paftures, and rob- 
jDing nature of her luxuriant branches. Madam, 
Mr. Englifh and Sophia came hither with me. 
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and wduld fain gi^« you joy 611 yisur pttttrk 
happinefs. 

Sir Soft, O ! Trufty, your words pene- 
trate my fbuh 

Lady TftrrEWT— -1^. -^iVuftjr* your conduft 
charms me ; 1 hope to be inftrumental in theii- 
felicity. Who waits thcrtf {enter Servant) Shew 
in Mr. Englifh and Sophia. 

Sterling. Mr. Englifli deferves all his good 
fortune. 

Lady Truem. Sir, I am happy, and alTure 
you, would wifti to Ihew all my gratitude at the 
fight of my deliverer. 

Enter Jack. English ^n^/ Sophia. 

Sir Soft p. I am glad to fee you. Jack, an4 
happy to find yQu and your fair friend fo eafy in 
your circumftances. 

Jack Eng. Thank you. Sir, for your kind 
wiflies — I fhould have taken the liberty of paying 
my rcfpcfts before j but I apprehended my 
conduft at your houfe in Paris^was of ^ nature 
fo offenfive, that 

Sir SoFtp. On the contrary, Englifli, yoi^ 
afted in charafter — Your refentment was not the 
iffeft of hoarded malice 5 'twas manly — and your 
goodnefs to Lady Trueman, and generoficy to 

I my 
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my friend Trufty, (hall never be erafcd from thia 
bofom. 

Lady Truem. Well, Sophia, this agreeable 
change in your affairs, makes mc exceedingly 
happy : I hopie foon to addrefs you under the 
name of linglilh ; and be perfuaded^ that I 
fhall look upon Mr. Engli(h*s wife as my bed 
companion. 

Sophia. Madam, you do me the greateft 
honour : I hope my conduft will be fuch as 
not to merit difpleafure. 

Sir Softp. Allow me to be inftrumental to 
your felicity, (joining the hands of Nar.cy and 
Firmly y then Sophia and Englijh,) This almoft 
compleats our general happincfs. 

Capt. Firmly. Now my flieets fwell high, 
never, never did a more aufpicious gale fill 
them. I long have wifhed to be yard-arm, and 
yard-arm, and well m.oorcd in the port of wed« 
lock. 

Sir Softp. I hope cacli of you has a trcafure. 

Lady Truem. And bids fair for happinefi. 

Sir Softp. My friends, you have affifted 
to extricate me from thofe pad troubles : Every 
countenance that furrounds me, feems to par- 
take of my felicity. May my imprudent con- 
duct prove exemplary to my country — I prefer'd 
foes to friends, and folly to friendihip — there's 
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the rock I fplit upon. O ! Trufty> may my life 
be an imitation of the pattern you have fet 
me : for in you, I have xeally ^ound that un- 
common chartfter, A MAN OF HONOUR* 

As a fmall OQg3Qenfit2iU)*(pr^hatyou have done^ 
I beg yp6 'twill accept of three luTnared" pounds 

a y^ar^ for life : and let me intreat you to be re^ 

inflated^ not only as the guardian of my fortune^ 

but as my companion* Let all my old fcrvants 

be reftored to their refpeftive occupations -, and 

difmifs, inftantly difmifs thofe French^ with the 

payment of one year's wages. 

Trusty. Now I fee, I hear my old mafter 
*— Oh ! Sir — ^gratitude— the tide of joy fwells— 
it hinders utterance. 

Sir Softp. My friend Trufty, without you 
what hiad become of me ? Hence, let unexpe* 
rienced youth learn to know> what is valuable, 
what is hondurable, before they enter the giddy 
maze of life : and that Britifh patriotifm is as 
neceflfary to a Britifh conflitution, as fterling 
cuftoms alone are congenial with fterling liberty. 

The folid happinefs of life below 
Springs not from gaudy pomp or tinfcl (hew i 
The vain parade that gloffcs o'er our pride, 
Conceals the void where honour can*t refide ; 
Honour, that muforoom-virtue of our ftag?, 
Tho' fcarce one Trusty ftarts up in aa age« * 

T H B B N I>« 



I 



SWTV 



I 

i; 




^ 




